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ME N. 


Fainall, in Love with Mrs. Marwood. 
Mirabell, in Love with Mrs. Millamant. 
2 8 Followers of Mrs. Millamant. 3 
Sir Wilfull Witwood, half Brother to Witwood, and Ne 
| phew to Lady Wiſhfort. "H 
t Wairwell, Servant to Mirabell. 


WOMEN. 


Lady ufer, Enemy to Mirabell, for having falſly p 
tended Love to her. 2H 


Mrs. Millamant, A fine Lady, Niece to Lady itil 4 
7 and loves Mirabell. 
IG raved, Friend to Mr. Fainall, and likes as 1 


i ny = Mrs. Fainall, Daughter to Lady 7 aer. and wil 
__ = Fainall, formes Friend to M3 1 


Foible, Woman to Lady Wiſhfort. © 
Mincing, Woman to Mrs. Millamant. 


» + Dancers, Footmen, and Attendants. 


"SCENE O N 


. equal to that of Ns 


*#%x 1 


ay of the World. 


. 0 9. 99 9.96 0 9. St t N Wer 
ne 


r 1 SCENE I. 45 i 


ly | 5 
wiſh in 4 ; A Chocolate- Houſe. | _—_ * 
| a <0 
es Min irabell and Fainall (Riſing from Cards.) Betty mage v7 
a wil | Mirabell 3 
7 — OV are a fortunate Man, Mr. Fatal — 
De Fain, Have we done ? — 


Mina. What you pleaſe, III play © 
55 on to entertain you. "500 
Fain, No, I'll give you your Re- 2 
J venge another time, when you ae 
not ſo indifferent; you are thinking 

7 # ſomething elſe now, and play too negligently z the F 
oldneſs of a loſing Gameſter leſſens the Pleafure of te 

inner. I'd no more play with a Man that lighted his 55 
Fortune, than I'd make Love to a Woman whO0 under- 


N 


* | alu'd the Loſs of her Reputation. 5 45 $ 
1% Mira. You have a Taſte extremely delicate, and tre! 13 
we r fefining on your Pleaſures, — 3:8 
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© Fain. Pr'ythee, why ſo reſery'd? Something has pu 
you out of Humour. "= 
Mira. Not at all: I happen to be grave to Day; as. 
you are gay: that's all. : P35 
© Fain, Confeſs, Millamant and you quarrell'd 119 
Night, after I left you; my fair Couſin has ſome Hu 
-mours that wou'd tempt the Patience of a Stoick. WA 
Aome Coxcomb came in, and was well receiv'd by ber 
while you were by. 3 
Mira. Witwood and Petulant; and what was wor 
her Aunt your Wite's Mother, my evil Genius; or to ſum 
up all in her own Name, my old Lady Wiſhfort came in. 
Fain. O there it is then She has a laſting Paſſion 
for you, and with Reaſon. What, then my Wife wall 
there ? = + 
Mira. Yes, and Mrs Marwood and three or four mor; 
whom I never ſaw before; ſeeing me, they all put on 
their grave Faces, whiſper'd one to another; then con- 
plain'd aloud of the Vapours, and after fell into a pro 
found Silence, 
Fain. They had a Mind to be rid of you. . 
Mira. For which Reaſon Ireſo'y'd not to ſtir. At 1:1 
the good old Lady broke thro' her painful Taciturnity, 
with an invective againſt long Viſits. I would not hae 
yhderſtood her, but Millamant joining in the Argument, 
I roſe and with a conſtrain'd Smile told her, I thought 
nothing was ſo eaſie as to know when a Viſit began to be 
Noubleſome; ſhe redden'd, and 1 withdrew without ex- 
pecting her Reply. 3 
Fin. You are to blame to reſent what ſhe ſpoke oni 
in Compliance with her Aunt. Si 
Mira. She is more Miſtreſs of her ſelf, than to be 
under the Neceſſity of ſuch a Reſignation. . 
- Fain. What ? tho half her Fortune depends upon her 


marrying with my Lady's Approbation ? | 
Mira. I was then in ſuch a Humour, that I ſhou'd have 
been better pleas'd if ſhe had been leis diſcreet. 
» Fain. Now I remember, I wonder not they were 
weary, of you; laſt Night was one of their Cabal 
Nights; they have em three times a Week, and meet 
'þy turns, at one another's Apartments, where they come 
n | /\ _ _  cogetli 


iy . 
4 4 
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ether like the Coroner's * 1 ſ, to fit upon the mur- 
Y 3 andy Fd Reputations of the Week. _ You and I are exclud- 


and it was once propos'd that all the Male Sex ſhou'd 


's wn excepted ; but ſome Body mov'd that to avoid Scandal 
ne Hu ee might be one Man of the Community; upon 
Fa ich Motion itwoud and Tetulant were enroll'd Mem- 
. | 
1 


Mira. And who may have been the Foundreſs of this 
v0 ? My Lady Wiſhfort, 1 warrant, who publiſhes her 


to ſun teſtztion of Mankind ; and full of the Vigour of fifty 

ame in e, declares for a Friend and Ratafia ; and let Poſtcrity 

Paſſion tc for it ſelf, ſhe'll breed no more. | 

ife wu Fain. The Diſcovery of your ſham Addreſſes to her, 
= conceal your Love to her Niece, has provok c'this 

Ir mor tparation: Had you diſſembled better, Things might 

put 60 ve continu'd in the State of Nature. 

n com- Ara. I did as much as Man could, with any reafomable 

a pr nſcience; I proceeded to the very laſt Act of F latter y 


Pitch her, and was guilty of a Song in her Commendati- 
. Nay, I got a Friend to put her into a Lampoon, and 


At i empliment her with the Imputation of an Affair with 
turnity, Wy oung Fellow, which I carry'd ſo far, that I told her 
ot have e malicious Town took notice that ſhe was grown fat 


7ument, 2 ſudden ;. and when ſhe lay in of a Dropſie, perſuaded 

thought r ſhe was reported to be in Labour. The Devil's in't. 

an to be an old Woman is to be flatter'd further, unleſs a Man 

hout cx-ou'd endeavour downright perſonally to debauch her 

a that my Virtue forbid me. But for the Diſcovery of 

ke on! P's Amour, I am indebted to your Friend, or your Wife's: 

iend, Mrs. Marwood. ö 

an to be Fair, What ſhou'd provoke her to be your Enemy 

es ſhe has made you Advances, which you have flight- 

pon he: Women do not caſily forgive Omiſſions of that 
| Mature. 3 

w'd hae Mira. She was always civil to me, 'till of late; Tcon- 

| s lam not one of thoſe Coxcombs who are apt to inter- 


ey were et a Woman's good Manners to her Prejudice; and 
Cabal. at ſhe who does not refuſe em ev'ry thing, can reſuſe 
nd meet m nothing. | * 
ey come Fain. You are a gallant Man, Mirabell; and tho' you 


togethe⸗ 


have Cruelty enough, not to ſatisfie a Lady's Longs 
— 2 0 A 3 ing; 


2 * "ad * 
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ing; you have too much Generoſity, not to be tender q 
af her Honour. Yet you ſpeak with an Indiffcrence ® 
which ſeeems to be affected; and confeſſes you at 
conſcious of a I. "4 


- 
*. 


Mira, You purſue the Argument with a Diſtruſt tha: 
ſeems to be unaffected; and confeſſes that you are conſci. 8 
ous of a Concern for which the Lady is more indebted io 
you, than is your Wife. Flad 

Fain. Fie, fie, Friend; if you grow cenſorious I mu! 
leave you; I'll look upon the Gameſters in the 
next Room. of 

Mira. Who are they? 
. Fain. Petulant and WWitwoud ——— Bring me ſome! 


* 


Chocolate. 4 M 
Mira. Betty, what ſays your Clock? pom 

Bet. Turn'd of the laſt Canonical Hour, Sir. Yy ors 
Mira. How pertinently the Jade anſwers me! Ha! Ma 
almoſt one a Clock! (Looking on his Watch,) O, y' — 


eome 
5 SCENE II. 
| Mirabell and Footman, "= 
* Mira. Well; is the grand Affair over? You har: 
been ſomething tedious, = 
Ser. Sir, there's ſuch a coupling at Pancras, that they 
ſtand behind one another, as *twere in a Country Dance. 
Ours was the laſt Couple to lead up; and no Hopes ap- 
aring of a Diſpatch, beſides, the Parſon growing WW 
hoarſe, we were afraid his Lungs wou'd have faid befor: 
it came to our Turn; ſo we drove round to Dube s- Place; 
and there they were rivetted in a trice. 
Mira. So, ſo, you are ſure they are married. d 
Ser. Married and Bedded, Sir: I am Witneſs. AY b 
Mira. Have you the Certificate? 9 — 
Ser. Here it is, Sir. . N 
Mira. Has the Taylor brought Maitwell's Cloaths home, mt 
and the new Liveries ? | ese 
Ser. Yes, Sir. 1 


1 


em, 


b i „hat 1 
- Mira. That's well. Do you go home again, d'ye . 


hear, and adjourn the Conſummation ' till farther Order; v 
bid Maitwell ſhake his Ears, and Dame Partlet ruſtle up hs 
her Feathers, and meet me at One 8 1 
2 ond; 


1 
* 
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tender nd; that I may ſee her before ſhe returns to her Lady: | 
erence 8 d as you tender your Ears be (ſecret. | 
bu are T SCENE III. 

Xx Mirabell, Fainal, and Betty. | 
8 Fain. Joy of your Succeſs, Mirabell; you look pleas d. 


hat b | 
E Mira. Ay; I have been engag'd in a Matter of ſome 
Died to rt of Mirth, which is not yetripe for Diſcovery. Iam 


lad this is not a Cabal-Night. I wonder Fainall, that 
I my} ou whoare married, and of conſequence ſhould be diſ- 


in the cet, will ſufter your Wife to be of ſuch a Party. 
Fain. Faith, I am not jealous. Beſides, moſt whore 
gag'd are Women and Relations; and for the Men, 

ſome cy are of a Kind too contemptible to give Scandal. 


Mira. 1am of another Opinione The greater the Cox- 
omb, always the more Scandal: For a Woman who is 
ot a Fool, can have but one Reaſon for aſſociating with 
Man who is one. 

Fain. Are you jealous as often as you ſee Witwond en- 
ertain'd by Millamant ? 
5 _ Of her Underſtanding I am, if not of her- 
—=S Cc110On, 
8 Fain. You do her wrong; for to give her her Due, ſhe 
as Wit. 

Mira. She has beauty enough to make any Man think 
; and Com plaiſance enough not to contradict him who ' 
hl! tell her ſo. 


2 U 1 Fain. For a paſſionate Lover, methiaks you area Min 
before omewhat too diſcerning in the r cup your Miſtreſs. 
place; & Mira. And for a diſcerning Man, ſomewhat too paſſi- 


dnate a Lover; for I like her with all her Faults ; nay, like 
Peer for her Faults. Her Follies are ſo natural, or ſo artful, 
hat they become her; and thoſe Affectations which in an- 
cher Woman wou'd be odious, forve but to make her 
k ore agreeable. I'll tell thee, Fainall, ſhe once us'd me 
home, Nith that Inſolence, that in Revenge I took her to 
Pieces; fifted her, and ſeparated her Failings ; I ſtudy'd 
em, and got *em by Rote. The Catalogue was ſo large, 
_ hat I was not without Hopes, one Day or other, to hate 
Order; er heartily: To which end I ſo us'd my ſelf to think of 
iſtle vo © chat at length, contrary to my Deſign and ExPeCta- 
mon lob, they gave me ev ry Hour leſs Diſturbance; *till in a 
Pond; 85 . rj A 4 few 


1 * 


* * 
»” pn ad 
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few Days it became habitual to me, to remember e 

without being diſpleas d. They are now grown as fim. 

liar to meas my own Frailties; and in all probability in; 

little time longer I ſhall like em as well. 1 
Fain. Marry her, marry her; be half as well acquait. 

ted with her Charms, as you are with her Defects, an, 

my Lite on't, you are your own Man again. | 
Mira, Say you ſo? 


Fain, I, I, I have Experience: I have a Wife, and i 


Lo. forth. 

£ (pv them) Meſſenger. 
Mef. Is one Squire Witwoud here? | 

Bet. Ves, What'sWour Buſineſs. >& 

; Meſ. 1 have a Letter for him, from his Brother 8 

Wilfull, which I am charg'd to deliver into his π . 


1 9 

Zet. He's in the next Room, Friend — That way. 

SCENE v. 3 
Mirabell, Fainall, Betty. by 

Mira. What, is the chief of that noble Family in Town, 3 
Sir Wilfull Witwoud ! 

Fain. He is expected to Day. Do you know him ? 
Mira. I have ſeen him, he promiſes to be an extraor- 
dinary Perſon ; I think you have the Honour to be related 
to him. | 

Fain. Yes; he is half brother to this Witwoud by a fot - 
mer Wife, who was Siſter to my Lady Wiſhfort, my 
Wife's Mother, If you marry Millamant, you muſt ci. 


Couſins too. 

Mira. I had rather be his Relation than his Acquait» 
Xance. .2 W 
Fain. He comes to Town. in order to equip himſei Fain 
Jor Travel. | = AM; 
Mira. For Travel! Why the Man that I mean is above 2F Fa 
Forty. = 
- Fain. No matter for that; tis for the Honour of H- Be 


gland, that all Europe ſhould know we have Biockheacs BB 
of all Apes. ; 
Mira, I wonder there is not an Act of Parliament to 
ave the credit of the Nation, and prohibit the Expotta: 
Von of Fools, ao Fran, 


* 


4 
* 
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ber nr. By no means, tis better as tis; *tis better to 
as fam. ade with a little Loſs, than to be quite eaten up, with 
lity u ng overſtock d. 
Alira. Pray, are the Follies of this Knight - Errant, and 
quam. poſe of the Squire his Brother, any thing related? 
ts, add Fain. Not at all; Nit woud grows by the Knight, like 
Medlar grafted on a Crab. One will melt in your 
wi ouch, and t' other ſet your Teeth on Edge; one is all. 
andes Pulp, and the other all Core. c 
Mira. So one will be Rotten before he be Ripe, and 
Sc other will be Rotten without eyer being * at all. 
# Fain, Sir H ifull is an odd Mixture of Baſhfulneſs and 
Pbſtinacy. But when he's drunk, he's as loving 


4 


the Monſter in the Tempeſt ; and much after the fame 
her di anner. To give t'other his due; he has ſomething of 
is o.] good Nature, and does not always want Wit. | 


ira. Not always; but as often as his Memory fails 
way. bim, and his common Place of Compariſons, He is a | 
Pool with a good Memory, and ſome few Scraps of o- | 
her Folks Wit. He is one whoſe Conyerſation can ne- 
Tow!, per be approv'd, yet it is now and then to be endur'd. He 
pas indeed one good Quality, he is not Exceptious ; for 
him? "ſc ſo paſſionately affects the Reputation of underſtanding 
Xtr20r- Nallery, that he will conſtrue an Affront into a Jeſt; and 
related all downright Rudeneſs and ill Language Satire and 
ite. 

y 2 for- . Fain. If you have a mind to finiſh his Picture, you 
rt, my have an Opportunity to do it at full length. Behold tha 
1K ci! Original. 


= SCENE VI. 
Cquaille (To them) Witwoud. | 
Wit. Aﬀord me your Compaſſion, my Dear; pity me, 
inal.; Mirabell, pity me. 
Mira. 1 do from my Soul. 
Fain, Why, what's the Matter? 
n. No Letters for me, Betty ? 
Bet. Did not a Meſſenger bring you one but now Sir? 
Wit. Ay, but no other? | 


himſcf WF 


s above 3 


of Fu. 
:kheacs i 
Bes. No, Sir. | 

dent to N. That's hard, that's very hard; A Meſſen⸗ 
x porta; er, a Mule, a Beaſt of Burden, has brought me a Letter 
Fain n= >". As, from? 


% 
* 5 
"4 * 


4 
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from the Fool my Brother, as heavy as a Panegprick 1M 2 
a Funeral Sermon, or a Copy of Commendatory Vere i 
from one Poet to another. And what's worſe, tis u | 


tory. 

- Mira, A Fool, and your Brother, Witwoud ! | 
Wit. Ay, ay, my half Brother. My half Brother |, 
Is, no nearer, upon Honour. 

Mira. Then *tis poſſible he may be but half a Fool, 
Mit. Good, good, Mirabell le. Drole ! Good, good 
hang him, don't let's talk of him; Fainall, hoy 
does your Lady? Gad, I fay any thing in the World 
ger this Fellow out of my Head. I beg Pardon that! 

u'd ask a/Man of Pleaſure, and the Towny a Queſtion? 
an once ſo Foreign and Domeſtick. But 1 talk like u 
old Maid at a Marriage, I don't know what I ſay. ſhe, 
the beſt Woman in the World. io 

Fain. Tis well you don't know what you ſay, or eπν⏑f , 


- 


Wit. No man in Town lives well with a Wife bu 
Fainall. Your Judgment, Miradell ? _ I'S 
Mira. You had better ſtep and ask his Wife; it your? 
wou'd be credibly inform'd. f — 2 

Wit. Mirabell. ö 1 
Mira. Ay. . 
£ owe My ow, Lask ten 2 Pardons;— Cad 
have forgot what I was going to ſay to you. 1 

Mira. 1 you word, wy Leh cod 
Wit, No, but pi'ythee excuſe em,. — my Memory 
is ſuch a Memory. | _ 
Mira. Have a care of ſuch Apologies, Witwoud ; — Bi. * 
for I never knew a Fool but he affected to complain, c- iend 
ther of the Spleen or his Memory. - Wk 
Fain. What have you done with Petulant ? Fife. 


* 


4 


Wo. 
* 


Wit. He's reckoning his Mony — my Mony it | Wit 
was I have no luck to-Day. * Wi 
Fain. You may allow him to win of you at Play; — — 
for you are ſure to be too hard for him at Repartecc: Po 


. 


Since you monopolize the Wit that is beuween pu, the 
Fortune muſt be his of Cowle, 3255 


* * 

A ” 

" <F * 
« 7 l 


hw l . be! bs * 
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ick .* .I don't find that Perwlant confeſſes the Superiority 

7 Ver Mit to be your Talent, Witwoud, 

p "tis 1 

De dic 
td 
_ ferin 


d Debates | 
Fellow, anda very honeſt Fellow, and has a ſmat- 


ther! aa {mall Wit: Nay, I'll do him Juſtice, I'm his Friend, 
Mon't wrong him 


And if he had any Judgment 


Ni. Come, come, you are malicious now, and wou'd * 
Petulant's my Friend, and a very * 


g—— Faith and Trotha pretty deal of an odd ſort 


Fool, e World, he wou'd not be altogether contemp- 

, good, de. Come, come, don't detract from the Merits of my 
Il, how nd. 

7orld : in. You don't know your Friend to be ovyer-nictly 
1 that | 

ueſtin® it. No, no hang him, the Rogue has no Mannersat 
like an! that I muſt own . No more Breeding than a 


7. (he'll 
Ne and Life. 
or e ira. What, Courage? 


e eithe it. Hum, faith I don't know as to that, I can't ſay as 
4 Yet, taithin a Controverſie he contradict * 


hat. 


Body. FR 


aks; 
dupon him, you are, faith. Let me excuſe him. 


— ad 


.d not acquit him 
lemory Mere otherwile. 
Alira. Ay marry, what's that, Iitwored ? | 
d; — n. O pardon me — Expoſe the Inſirmities of my 
ain, ei. iend! — No my dear, excule me there. 


That indeed 1 cou'd wiſh 


4 


eiae. * 
Jony if 3 x 


8 ana Woman conſtant; one arguesa Decay of Parts, as 5 
artcec : other of Beauty. | „ Es 
bu, thc NMIra. May be you think him too poſitiye? 928 

x Was, 


baily, that I grant you. Tis pity ; the Fellow has 


; * 
Mira. Tho' ' twere a Man\yhom he fear'd, ora Woman 


it you! er he lov'd. me 
eit. Well, well, he does not always think betore he 
We have all our Failings; you are too ” 


an detend moſt of bis Faults, except one or two; one 
has, that's the Truth on'r, if he were my Brother, I * 


$ 


** 
ou 


ain. What 1 warrant he's unſiucere, or'tis ſome ſach 2 


ui. No, no, what if he be? *Tis no matter for that; - 
wit will excuſe that: A Wit ſhou'd no more be fincere. * 
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Wit. No, no, his being poſitive is an Incentive to Argm 
ment, and keeps up Converſation. : 3 

Fain. Too illiterate. . 4 

Wilt. That! that's his Happineſs His want of 
Learning gives him the more Opportunities to ſhew hu 
natural Parts. 

Alira, He wants Words. 

Wit. Ay; but I like him for thatnow ; for his want ol 
Words gives me the Pleaſure very often to explain his 
Meaning. 

Fain. He's Impudent. 

Bit. No, that's not it. 

Mira. Vain. + 2 

Wit. No. 1 

Mira. What, He ſpeaks unſeaſonable Truths ſome." 
times, becauſe he has not Wit enough to invent an Ez. 
fion. ' 

it. Truths! ha, ha, ha! No, no; ſince you will have 
it, -— I mean, he never ſpeaks Truth at all, — That's all. 
Ye will lie like a Chambermaid, or a Woman of Qual. 
ty's Porter. Now that is a Fault. 

SCENE VII. 
. (To them) Coachman. 

Coach. Is Maſter Petulant here, Miſtreſs? 
| Betty. Yes, 

Coach. Three Gentlewomen in a Coach would ſpeax * 
with him. 

Fain. O brave Petulant, Three! 

Bet, I'll tell him. 
Coach. You mult bring Two Diſhes of Chocolate, and 
a Chſs of Cinnamon Water. 
SCENE VIII. 
Mirabell, Fainall, Witwoud. | 
Ft. That ſhould be for Two faſting Strumpets, 240 | 
Bawd troubled with the Wind. Now you may knovii 


what the Three are. Ef 


Mira. You are very free with your Friends Acquain- 
tance, 1 
it. Ay, ay, Friendſhip without Freedom is as dull a f 
Love without Enjoy ment, or Wine without Toalting; 
huztotel! you a Sccret, theſe are Trulls whom he 2 x 
Ode 


5 
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> Arg ach hire, and fomething more by the Week, to call on 
n once a Day at publick Places. 
. 1 Mira. How ! 
vant of un. You ſhall ſee he won't go to em, becauſe there's 
1ew hui mp more Company here to take notice of him 

Why this is nothing to what he us'd to do; -— — Be- 

fore he found out this way, I have Known him call for 
want of Himſelf, ————— 
lain by Fain. Call for himſe!f? What doſt thou mean? 

® it. Mean! why; he would {lip you out of this Cho- 
ola te houſe, juſt when you had been talking to him — 
s ſoon as your Back was turn'd Whip he was 


gone; Then trip to his Lodging, clap on a Hood 
ind Scarf, and a Mask, lip into a Hackney-Coach and 
; ſome: rive hither to the Door again in atrice! where he wou'd 
an Ey:-* nd in for himſelf, that I mean, call for himſelf, wait for 


Pimſelf, may and what's more, not finding himſelf, ſome- 


vill have mes leave: a Letter for himſelf; 
hat's all. Mira. I confeſs this is ſomething extraordinary 
F Qu- believe be waits for himſelf now, he is ſo long a coming; 


. D I ask hi Pardon. 
8 n 

* Petulant, Mirabell, Fainall, Witwoud, Betty. 
Betty. Sir, tlie Coach ſtays. 

Petu. Well, well; I come *Sbud a Man had as 
d ſpeix good be a profeſs'd Midwite, as a profeſs d Whoremaſter, 
At this rate; to be knock'd up and rais'd at all Hours, and in 
| Places. Pox on 'em, I won't come D'ye hear, tell em 
won't come. Let them ſnivel and cry their Hearts out. 


* h o 


late, ad Fain. Youare very cruel, Petulaut. 
Petru. All's one, let it paſs I have a Humour 
Mo be cruel. 
Mira. I hope they are not Perſons of Condition that 
s, and you uſe at this rate. 


y Kno Pets. Condition! Condition's a dry'd Fig, if I am not 
po Humour — By this Hand if they were your 

\cquair- a your Wha:-d'ye- call ems themſelyes; 
chey muſt wait or rub off, if I want Appetite. | 

as du Mira. What - d'ye-call- ems! What are they, Vn 

daſling ; wond : 5 

e allows Wit. 


Coach 


8 
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I4 ? 
Mit. Empreſſes, my Dear—By your What d ye. cal 


ems he means Sultana Queens. 


Tetu, 


Pet u 


Peiend 
Petu. Ay, Roxolano's. ay b. 
Mira. Cry you Mercy. ir 
Fain. Witwoud ſays they are pet 
Petu. What does he ſay they are? Alis 
Wit. I? fine Ladies, I ſay. Falten 
Fetu. Paſs on, Mitwoud — Harkee; by this Liglt, t ch 
his Relations Two Coheireſſes his Couſins, and] pers 
an old Aunt, who loves Catterwauling better than 2] word 
Conventicle. Mir. 
Wit, Ha, ha, ha; I had a Mind to ſee how the Rogue] in the 
wou'd come off Ha, ha, ha; Gad I can't be an- gw 
gry with him; if they had ſaid they were my Mother and] as tl 
my Siſters. 1 
Mira. No! etulu⸗ 
Wit. No; the Rogue's Wit and Readineſs of Invention] Fame, 
charm me. Dear Petulant. y a Pe 
Bet. They are gone, Sir, in great anger. an M 
Pet. Enough, let em trundle. Anger helps Com- tell me 
plexion, ſaves Paint. gen * Pet 
Fain. This continence is all diſſembled; this is in order Þ pr the 
to have ſomething to brag of the next time he makes Court Ifir 
to Millamant, and ſwear he has abandoned the whole Sex at H 
tor her Sake. , Petu 
Mira. Have you not left off your impudent Pretenſions ] Pai 
there yet? I ſhall cut your Throat, ſometime or other, I q Riya 
Petulant, about that Buſineſs. ' Wit 
Petu. Ay, ay, let that paſs There are other Þ And fc 
Throats to be cut der, 1 
Mira. Meaning mine, Sir? 3 no 
Petu. Not I — I mean no Body I know no- Heart 
thing. But there are Uncles and Nephews in the Fai 
World And they may be Rivals What then? 1 tit 
All's one for that wWom: 
MIira. How! Harkee Petulant, come hither — Fai 
Explain or 1 ſhall call your Interpreter. * Wit 
Peru. Explain! I know nothing — Why, you have an Fai: 
Uncle, have you not, lately come to Town; and lodges WW Wit 
by my Lady Wiſhfort's? | dow, 
Mira. True. 


. 
E 
ye. cal 


Light, 


as, and 


than af 


Rogue 


be an- 


her and 


ention 


Com- 
1 order 
Court 
le Sex 


non 
other, 


other 


— 
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petu. Why that's enough 


Mira. Where haſt thou ſtumbled upon all this Truth ? 


Peru All's one for that; why then ſay I know ſomething. 
& Mira. Come, thou art an honeſt Fellow, Petulant, and 
alt make Love to my Miſtreſs, thou ſha't, Faith. What 


ſt thou heard of my Uncle? 
Petu. I? nothing, I. 
words claſh; Snug's the Word, I ſhrug and am ſilent. 
Alira. O Raillery, Raillery. Come, I know thou art 
the Womens Secrets =— What you're a Cabaliſt, I 
know you ſtaid at Millamant's laſt Night, after I went. 
Was there any mention made of my Uncle, or me? Tell 
e. If thou hadſt but good Nature equal to thy Wit, 
etulant, Tony Witwoud, who is now thy Competitor in 
ame, wou'd ſhew as dim by thee asa dead Whiting's Eye 
y a Pearl of Orient ; he wou'd no more be ſeen by thee, 


han Aſercury is by the Sun: Come, I'm ſure thou won't 


gell me. 

Petu. If Ido, will you grant me common Senſe then, 
or the future? 

Mira. Faith I'll do what I can for thee, and I'Il pray 

at Heav'n may grant it thee in the mean time. 

Petu. Well, harkee. 

Fain. Petulant and you both will find Mirabell as warm 

Rival as a Lover. 

' Wit. Pſhaw, pſhaw, that ſhe laughs at Petulane is plain. 

And for my part—But that it is almoſt a Faſhion to admire 

her, I ſhould — Harkee—— To tell you a Secret, but let it 

3 no further Between Friends, I ſhall never break my 
eart for her. 

| Fain, How ! . 

> Wit. She's handſome; but ſhe's a ſort of an uncertain 


- 


Oman. 


1 


Mi. Umh — No 


Fain. She has Wit. 6 


N Wit, Tis what ſhe will hardly allow any body elſe = 
ow, Demme, I ſhou'd hate that if ſhe were as _ 
ſome 


1 7 - 
You and he are not - 
WFcicnds; and if he ſhou'd marry and have a Child, you 
ay be diſinherited, ha? 


If Throats are to be cut, let 


2 Fain. I thought you had dy'd for her. 25 


—— 


ö l 
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ſome as Cleopatra. Mirabell is not ſo ſure of her 2 
thinks of. 4 

Fain. Why do you think ſo? 2M 
Wit. We ſtaid pretty late there laſt Night; and heul 
ſomething of an Uncle to Mirabell, who is lately cond 1 
to Town — and is between him and the beſt part of H 
Eſtate; Mirabell and here are at ſome Diſtance, as my Lav} Worni! 
Wiſhfort has been told; and you know ſhe hates Arab“ 
worle than a Quaker hates a Parrot, or than a Fiſhmo| Petu 

ger hates a hard Froſt. Whether this Uncle has ſeen Muß 
illamant or not, I cannot ſay ; but there were Items a 
ſuch a Treaty being in Embrio ; and if it ſhon'd come Wounts 
Life, poor Mirabell wou'd be in ſome ſort unfottunateſ ar ou 
fobb'd, i'faith. u ha 
Fain, Tis impoſſible Millamant ſhou'd hearken i u ha 


it. 
Wit. Faith, my Dear, I can't tell; ſhe's a Woman au Hnoce 
a kind of a Humouriſt. 
- Mira. And this is the Sum of what you cou'd colled 
laſt Night. | 
Petu. The Quinteſſence. May be IWitwoud Inows mor: 
he ſtay'd longer —— Beſides, they never mind him; the Mt pu 
ay any thing before him. Petu 
Mira. I thought you had been the greateſt Favourite. Scherf 
Petu. Ay tete à tete; But not in publick, becauſe 1 mak: 3 8 
ght, 


Hat thi 


Remarks. 


Mira. You do? efenc. 
Peru. Ay, ay, pox I'm malicious, Man. Now he's ſo. ] # 
you know, they are not in awe of him The Fellow] IL 


well bred, he's what you call a — What-d'ye-cail-'cm. 4 
fine Gentleman, but he's filly withal. 
Mira. I thank you. I know as much as. my Curioſit) 
requires. Fainall, are you for the Mall? 
* Fain.” Ay, I'll take a turn before Dinner. 
Wit. Ay, well all walk inthe Park; the Ladies talk“ 
of being there. | 
Mira. I thought you were oblig'd to watch for you! 
Brother Sir Wilfull's Arrival. 
In. No, no, he comes to his Aunt's, my Lady = 
| E ; ors ; 


©... 


; 


| 
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her as K 3 , pox on him, I ſhall be troubled with him too; what 


rt of he 
my Lady 


Il Ido with the Fool? 


J tu, Beg him for his Eftate ; 8 beg you 
nd hend 
ly cond 2 


erwards; and ſo have but one Trouble with you 


th, 
Wit, O rare Petulant; thou art as quick as Fire ina froſty 


Worning ; thou ſhalt to the Mall with us; and we'll be 


A 7 ir abel. . 


"1\ſhmorFE 


een Mr; 
Items d 


come q 


rtunate) 


arken 


man 2 


d colled 


Vs more, 
mz the 


ourite, 
e 1 mak: 


he's ſof. 


Fellow? 
1-'em. 4 5 


Curioli 


ies talk'd 
for you 


ay Wiſh- 
fort; 


ry ſevere. 
Fetu. Enough, I'm in a Humour to be ſevere. 


Alira. Are you? Pray then walk by your ſelyes, =— 


t us not be acceſſary to your pos the Ladies out of 
puntenance, with your ſenſeleſs Ribaldry ; which you 
ar out aloud as often as they paſs by you; and when 


Hu have made a handſome Woman bluſh, then you think 


gu have been ſevere. 


Petu. What what? Then let 'em either ſhew their 
anocence by not underſtanding what they hear, or elſe - 


ew their Diſcretion by not hearing what they wou'd + 


ot be thought to underſtand. 


ira. Bat haſt not thou then Senſe enough to know 
hat thou ought'it to be moſt aſham'd thy ſelf, when thog 


aſt put another out of Countenance ? 
Petu. Not I, by this Hand.---I always take bluſhing 


ther fora Sign of Guilt or ill Breeding. 


3 Mira. Iconfeſs you ought to think ſo. You are in the 


ght, that you may plead the Error of your Judgment in 
efence of your Practice. 

Where Modeſty*s ill Manners, *tis but fit 

That Impudence and Malice paſs for Mit. 


ACT 


\ 
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ou profeſs a Libertine. 
you pr 10 


ar. 
ACT II. SCENE 1 Wks 
h m 
St. JAMES's PARK Ms 
N 
Mis. 
Mrs, Fainall and Mrs. Marwood. ' 3 os 
Þ1rs. 
Mrs. Fainall. riou 
Narr. 
A* ay, dear Mar wood, if we will be happy, wen rs. 
find the means in our ſelves, and among our ſeue ar. 
Men are ever in Extremes; either doating or aver you 
While they are Lovers, if they have Fire and Senſe, thy. 
Jealouſies are inſupportable: And when they ceaſe n? 
Love, (we ought to think at leaſt) they loath; they loo lar. 
upon us with Horror and Diſtaſte; they meet us u een 
the Ghoſts of what we were, and as from ſuch, em. 
from us. E Mrs. 
Mar. True, tis an unhappy Circumſtance of Life, u theſs 
Love ſhou'd ever die before us; and that the Man ſo of FA 
ſhou'd out- live the Lover. But ſay what you will, '#W«Go 
better to be left, than never to have been low d. To Mrs. 
our Youth in dull Indifference, to refuſe the Sweets ar. 
Life becauſe they once muſt leave us, is as prepoſterous d m 
to wiſh to have been born Old, becauſe we one Day mi... 
be Old. For my part, my Youth may wear and wal goin 
but it ſhall never ruſt in my Poſſeſſion. rs. 
Mrs, Fain, Then it ſeems you diſſemble an Averli IT Mar. 
to Mankind, only in compliance to my Mother's Ha bad. 
mour. rs. 
Mar. Certainly. To be free; I have no Taſte of th Rar. 
inſipid dry Diſcourſes, with which our Sex of force mio t 
entertain themſelves, apart from Men. We may affect EW. hi 
dearments to each other, profeſs eternal Friendſhips, A Alouſi 
ſeem to dote like Lovers; but 'tis not in our Natur Mrs. 
long to perſeyere. Love will reſume his Empire in oarried 
Breaſts, and every Heart, or ſoon or late, receive and WM Mar. 
admit him as its lawful Tyrant. ; Mrs, 
Mrs. Fain. Bleſs me, how have I beendeceiy'd | Wh Mar. 
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.. You fee my Friendſhip by my Freedom. Come, 
I. ( fincere, acknowledge that your Sentiments agree 
h mine. 
lis. Fain. Never. 
lar. You hate Mankind? 

Mrs. Fain. Heartily, Inveterately. 

ar. Your Husband ? 

Irs. Fain. Moſt tranſcendently; ay, tho' I fay it, me- 
1 prioufl . | 

= FL Give me your Hand upon it. 

Wen ars. Fain. There. 


m_ "oF 2 . 
dur {cir ir. 1 join with you; what I have ſaid has been to 
or avert 


N 


| you. b 
01 by Mrs, Fain, Is it poſſible? Doſt thou hate thoſe Vipers, 
ceaſe n: 
they lf lar. I have done hating' em, and am now come to de- 
et us uf ge 'em; the next thing 1 have to do, is eternally to for- 
ſuch, em. 


Mrs. Fain, There ſpoke the Spirit of an Amazon, a . 
utheſilea. | 
lar. And yet I am thinking ſometimes to carry my, 


Life, tk: 
n ſo oft 


will, 8 Per ſion further. 
To Mrs. Fain. How ? 
WEets q Mar. Faith by marrying ; if I cou'd but find one that 
ſterou: me very well, and would be throughly ſenſible of ill 
Day mu age, I think I ſhould do my ſelf the Violence of un- 
nd wal Fooing the Ceremony. 

„Mrs. Fain. You would not make him a Cuckold? 
| Aver" "BY Mar. No; but I'd make him believe 1 did, and that's . 
her's Ha pad. 

Is. Faiz. Why, had not you as good do it? 

cof tho: Mar. O if he ſhou'd ever diſcover it, he would then 
orce 1" Sow the worſt, and be out of his Pain; but I would 
affect ke him ever to continue upon the Rack of Fear and 
hips, uouſie. | | 
r Natu Mrs. Fain. Ingenious Miſchief ! wou'd thou wert 
ire in Married to Mirabell. 
ve and u Mar, Wou'd 1 were. 
A wh Mrs. Main. You change Colour. | 


Mar. Becauſe I hate him, 5 
10 Mrs. 
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Mrs. Fain. So do I; but I can hear him nam'd. 
what Reaſon have you to hate him in particular ? 
Mar. I never lov'dhim; he is, and always was inn 
ferably proud. . 
Mrs. Fain. By the Reaſon you give for your Aver id of 
one wou'd think it diſſembled; for you have laid a Fa 
to his Charge, of which his Enemies muſt acquit his ain. 
Mar. O then it ſeems you are one of his favourtof 
Enemies. Methinks you look a little pale, and now Pes; 
fluſh again. b pes! 


, Mi 
och. 
1 


Mrs. Fain. Do I? I think Iam a little ſick o the ſuden n ar 

Mar. What ails you? drids t. 

Mrs. Fain. My Husband. Don't you ſee him? H=. 
turn'd ſhort upon me unawares, and has almoſt overcom NA. 


me. 
SCENE II. 

| (To them) Fainall, and Mirabell. 

Mrs. Mar. Ha, ha, ha; he comes opportunely for yu 

Mrs. Fain. For you, for he hath brought Mir 
with him. 

Fain. My Dear. 

Mrs. Fain. My Soul. 

Fain. You don't look well to day, Child. 
. Mrs, Fain. D'ye think ſo? 

Mira. He is the only Man that does, Madam. , 
Mrs. Fain. The only man that wou'd tell me ſoat lea Pr. 
and the only Man from whom I could hear it with 
Mortification. 1 

Fain. O my Dear, I am ſatisfy'd of your Tenderne(; 
I know you cannot reſent any thing from me; eſpecial.” 
what is an effect of my Concern. nf 

Mrs. Fain. Mr. Mirabell, my Mother interrupted yo! N 
in a pleaſant Relation laſt Night: I would fain hear it ou 

Mira. The Perſons concern'd in that affair, have yt! 
a tolerable Reputation. I am afraid Mr. Fain 
will be cenſorious. | 
Mrs. Fain. He has a Humour more prevailing than hi 
Curioſity, and will willingly diſpenſe with the Racing of 
one ſcandalous Story, to avoid givigg an Occaſion to 
make another by being ſeen to walk with his Wife. Thi 


Mar. 


WIV. 
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, Mr. Mirabell; and I dare promiſe you will oblige 


* 
och. 
47 i SCENE II. 
ras in. Fainall, Mrs. Marwood. 
BF... Excellent Creature! Well, ſure if I ſnou'd live to 


Avery id of my Wife, I ſhou'd be a miſerable Man. 

id a Fa lar. Ay. ; "Fr 
Juit hin ain. For having only that one hope, the Accompliſh- 
1v01r; Wnt of it; of Conſequence, muſt put an end to all my 


pes; and what a Wretch is he who muſt ſurvive his 
pes! Nothing remains-when that day comes, but to ſit 
vn and weep like Alexander, when he wanted other 
Prlds to conquer. 
SMar. Will you not follow 'em ? 
Fain. Faith I think not. 
Mar. Pray let us; I have a Reaſon. 
Fain. You are not jealous? 
ar. Of whom 
for yo Tain. Of Mirabell. 
Mira ar. If Tam, is it inconſiſtent with my Love to you 
t lam tender of your Honour? 
Fain. You would intimate then, as if there were a fel- 
v feeling between my Wife and him. 1 
ar. I think ſhe does not hate him to that degree 
Pu d be thought. | 
Fain. But he, I fear is too inſenſible. 
Plar. It may be you are deceiv'd. 


Fain. It may beſo. I do not now begin to apprehend 


now ) 
'e ſuddn 


im? 5 
»Y CTCOMY 


* 


oat leaf; 
withoul 


aderneſ; iar. What? 
eſpecial} #7” That I have been deceiv'd, Madam, and you are 
5 "I 


pted you | ar. That [am falſe! what mean you? 5 

ar it ou Vain. To let you know I ſee through all your little Arts 
have ja Come, you both love him; and both have W r; 
t. Fall embled your Averſion. Your mutual Jealoufics of one 


than hf Lhave ſeen the warm Confeſſion redning on your 
earing of eeks, and ſparkling trom your Eyes. | 
-afion w r. You do me wrong. a 
fe, Thu ; | . Fain, 


Wi}, 


other, have made you claſh till you have both ſtruck _ 


, * 
”F 
= 
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Fain. I donot "Twas for my Eaſe to oe 
and wilfully negle& the groſs Advances made him 
my Wife; that by permitting her tobe engag'd, Eynighl 
continue unſuſpected in my Pleaſures; and take you of nes 
to my Arms in full ſecurity. But cou'd you think, bea 
the nodding Husband wou'd not wake, that e, 
watchful Lover ſlept ? | 
Mar. And wherewithal can you reproach me ? 
Fain. With infidelity, with loving another, with l. 
of Mirabell. 
Mar. Tis falſe. I challenge you to ſhew an 1 
owes that can confirm your groundleſs Accuſation, 11 
im. 
Fain. And wherefore do you hate him? He is inſert 
and your Reſentment follows his Neglect. An Inſtanc 
The Injuries you have done him are a Proof: Vo ur int: 
poſing in his Love. What Cauſe had you to make Dif: 
veries of his pretended Paſſion ? To undeceive the crea 
Jous Aunt, and be the officious Obſtacle of his Match w. 
Millamant. q 
Mar. My Obligations to my Lady urg'd me! I had p: 
'Feſs'd a Friendſhip to her; and could not ſee her eafic 
ture ſo abus'd by that Diſſembler. L 
Fain. What, was it Conſcience then? Profeſs'( {Wi 
Friendſhip! O the Pious Friendſhips of the Fen 
"Sex j 0 her F 
Mar. More tender, more ſincere, and more Hife; 
during, than all the vain and empty Vows of Me iful F 
other profeſſing Love to us, or mutual Faith to xe an 
another, | 8 Mar. 
Fain, Ha, ha, ha: you are my Wife's Friend too. Fin. 
Mar. Shame and ingratitude! Do you reproach mot in 
'You, you upbraid me! Have I been falſe to her, Hife tl 
ſtrict Fidelity to you, and ſacrifice my Friendſhip to ke idov- 
my Love inviolate? And have you the Baſeneſs to chart of 
me with the Guilt, unmindful of the Merit ! To yo! ough 
ſhou'd be meritorious, that I have been vicious: And t be r. 


id A 
N 


you reflect that Guilt upon me, which ſhou'd lie buric! WF Mar, 
your Boſom ? late 3 
Fain. You miſinterpret my Reproof. I mean but ain. 


remind you of the {light Account you once cou'd _ 
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to ove Ties, when ſet in Competition with your Love 
„. *Tis falſe, you urg'd it with deliberate Malice — 

du of! vas ſpoke in ſcorn, and | never will forgive it. 

k, bra ain. Your Guilt, not your Refentment, begets your 


e. If yet you lov'd, you cou'd forgive a Jealouſie: 
We you are ſtung to find you are diſcover d. 


e? Mar. It ſhall be all diſcover d. You too ſhall be diſco- 
ith Le ; be ſure you ſhal]. I can but be 3 1 
it my ſelf I ſhall prevent your Baſeneſs. | 
an Fain. Why, what will you do? 
on, IM ar. Diſcloſe it to your Wife; own what has paſt be- 
en us. 
inlerſi rain. Frenzy ! 
Inſtane ar. By all my wrongs I' dot publiſh to 
o ur it World the injuries you have done me, both in my Fame 
ke Di Fortune: With both I truſted you, you Bankrupt in 
the creuf nour, as indigent of Wealth. 
latch wilWFai'.YourF:me I have preſerved. Vour Fortune has been 
owed as the Prodigality of your Love would haye it, 
I had y Pleaſures which we both have ſhar'd. Yet, had not 
r eaſie 1 been falſe, I hade're this repaid it ——*Tis true 
you permitted Mirabel with Millamant to have ſtol'n 
rofe(:'{ {Weir Marriage, my Lady had been incens d beyond all means 
ie Femi Reconcilement : Millamant had forfeited the Moiety 
her Fortune; which then wou'd have deſcended to my 
more Fife; And wherefore did I marry, but to make 
of Ma ful Prize of a rich Widow's Wealth, and ſquander it on 
ith to ve and you? 


Mar. Deceit, and frivolous pretence. 
d too. / Fain. Death, am I not married? What's pretence? Am 


oach me Hot impiiſon'd, fetter'd? Have I not a Wife? Nay a 
her, thofWife that was a Widow, a young Widow, a handſome 
ip to łe¶ idow /; and wou'd be again a Widow, but that I have a 
to chart of Proof, and ſomething of a Conſtitution to buſtle 
To yo! Wrough the Ways of Wedlock and this World. Will you 
s: And be reconcil'd to truth and me? 


e buried! 


ean but! 
Awake 


ſuich 


Mar. Impoſſible. Truth and you are inconſiſtent 
late yon, and ſhall for ever. 
Fain, For loving you? 
Aar. 


— 
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World. 


Mar. I loath the Name of Love after ſuch Uſage; of 
next to the Guilt with which you would aſperle me 
ſcorn you moſt. Farewel. 

Fain. Nay, we muſt not part thus. 

Mar. Let me go. 

Fain. Come, I'm ſorry, 


Mar. I care not Let me go-—Break my Hands, . © 
— Id ſeave em to get looſe. Pike 
Fain. I wou d not hurt you for the World. Have Nie 
other hold to keep you here? Wcrou: 
Mar. Well, I have deſery'd it all. Piliari 
- Fain, You know I love you. a hich 
Mar. Poer diſſembling O that WIS Fach. 
it isnot yet s! 
Fain. What? what is it not ? What is not yet? It ůofeſſ 
yet too late. Whoſe 
Mar. No, it is not yet too late I have Hon! 
Comfort. cus'd 
Fain. It is to love another. . A 
Mar. But not to loath, deteſt, abhor Mankind, my: ocaſic 
and the whole treacherous World. hen! 
Fain. Nay, this is Extravagance— Come, I ask 0 Mrs. 
Pardon — No Tears I was to blame. I cou'd not lo th yi 
you and be eaſie in my Doubts — Pray forbear—l belienſ Mira 
you; 'mconvinc'd l've done you wrong; and any wi lign, 
ev'ry way will make amends; Tl hate my Mi ttune 
yet more, Damn her, I'll part with her, rob her of all e Mrs. 
worth, and we'll retire ſome where, any where, to 0 pre 
ther World. I'll marry thee ——- — Be pacify d Mira. 
*Sdeath ! they come, hide your Face, your Tears Mrs. F 
You have a Mask, wear it ina Moment. This way, M eman 
way, be perſuaded. Mira. 
SCENE III. n by 
Mirabell and Mrs. Fainall. Mrs. 1 
Mrs. Fain. They are here yet. Mira. | 
Mira. They are turning into the other Walk: nt to b 
Mrs. Fain. While I only hated my Husband, I coffepes 
bear to ſee him; but ſince I have deſpis d him, he's tod Cacle, 
fenſive. | ms; f 
Mira. O you ſhou'd hate with Prudence. * F. 
Mrs. Fain, Yes, for I have loy'd with indiſcretion. ]W*2 91 


Al 
LY 


_ 
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Alira. You ſhou'd have juſt ſo much diſguſt for your 
band, as may be ſufficient to make you reliſh your 
_C CT. 

Mrs. Fain, You have been the Cauſe that J have loy'd 
ithout Bounds, and wou'd you ſet Limits to that Averſi- 
of which you have been the Occaſion? Why did you 
eke me marry this Man? 

Lave 1 Alira. Why do we daily commit diſagreeable and dan- 

Wcrous Actions? To fave that Idol Reputation. If the Fa- 
| diliarities of our Loves had produc'd that Conſequence of 
WT hich you were apprehenſive, where cou'd you have fix'd 
BS Father's Name with Credit, but on a Husband? I knew 
W-inallto be a Man laviſh of his Morals, an intereſted and 
Tt is of of fling Friend, a falſe and a deſigning Lover; yet one 
hoſe wit and outward fairBehaviour have gain'daRepy- 
have H rion with the Town, enough to make that Woman ſtand 


cus'd, who has ſuffer'd her {elf to be won by his Addreſ- 
g. A better Man ought not to have been facrific'd to the 


ands, { 


— 


d, my ccalion; a worſe had not anſwer'd to the Purpoſe, 
x hen you are weary of him, you know your Remedy. 

[ ask yor Mrs. Fain. I ought to ſtand ia ſome Degree of Credit 

d not ich you, Mirabell. 

— | belief 4474. In Juſtice to you, I made you privy to my whole 

any wi ſign, and put it in your Power to ruin or advance my 


Drtune, N 
Mrs. Fain. Whom have you inſtructed to repreſent 
ur pretended Unele ? 
Mira. Waitwell, my Servant. a 
Mrs. Fain. He is an humble Servant to Foible my Mother's 
oman, and may win her to your Intereſt. a) 
Mira. Care is taken for that She is won and 
orn by this time. They were married this Morning. 
Mrs. Fain. Who? | 
Mira. Maitwoll, and Foible. I wou'd not tempt my Ser- 
nt to betray me by truſting him too far. If your Mother, 
14. 1 col hopes to ruin me, ſhou'd conſent to marry my pretend- 
he's too Uncle, he might, like Moſca in the Fox, ſtand upon 
rms; ſol made him ſure before-hand. 
Irs. Fain. So, if my poor Mother is caught in a Con- 
fcretion. c, you will diſcover the Impoſture betimes; and releaſe 
HA her 


> my Wi 
of all ſhe 


— 


Ys 34 ; 


ber by produting a Certificate of her Gallant's fore 


. thing that reſembled a Man, though twere no more ti 


us faſt through the Croud, 


yi 
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W: 

Marriage. el 
Mira. Yes, upon Condition that ſhe conſent to n Mi 
Marriage with her Niece, and ſurrender the Moiety fiir I 
ker Fortune in her Poſſeſſion. ä . 
Mrs. Fain. She talk d laſt Night of endeavouring ud 


Match between Millamant and your Uncle. Nui. 

Mira. That was by Foible's Direction, and my lt 
— 88 that ſhe might ſeem to carry it more priyat 
: Mrs. Fain. Well, I have an Opinion of your SucceiM 
for 1 believe my Lady will do any thing to get anHusbWg 
and when ſhe has this, which you have provided for HI. 
I ſuppoſe ſhe will ſubmit to any thing to get rid of h 

Mira. Yes, I think the g Lady would marry in 1 | 


hat a Butler could pinch out of a Napkin. 

Mrs. Fain, Female Frailty ! We muſt all come to it, 
we live to be Old, and feel the craving of a falſe Appeti 
-when the true is decay'd. p 

Mira. An old Woman's Appetite is deprav'd like tt: 
of a Girl 'Tis the Green-Sickneſs of a ſeconfi 
Child- hood; and like the faint Offer of a latter Sprit : 
Ferves but to uſher in the Fall, and withers in an affe; 
Bloom. 

Mrs, Fain. Here's your Miftreſs. 

SCENE IV, 

( To them Mrs. Milkamant, Witwou'd, Mincing. 

Mira. Here ſhe comes Yfaith full Sail, with her Hes ro 
ſpread and Streamers out and a ſhoal of Fools for Teo: 


— Fa, no, I oy her Mercy. | | VAR 

Mrs. Fain. I fee but one poor empty Sculler ; and Mur II. 
tows her woman after him. Ppies. 
- Mira. You ſeem to be unattended, Madam, BAL. ( 
You us'd to have the Bean monde throng after you; 1 pin 
Flock of gay fine Perukes hoyering round you. Incing. 


Wit. Like Moths about a Candle — 1 had like Wane, 
have loſt my Compariſon for want of Breath. N 
Mil. OI havedeny'd my ſelf Airs to day. I have wire. 


7 


F 
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Nit. As a Favourite juſt diſgrac'd; and with as few Fol. 


ers. | 
WM. Dear Mr. /itwoud, Truce with your Similitudes j 
rlam as fick ot em 
i.. As a Phyſician of a good Air —I cannot help it, 
ring u cam, tho! tis againſt my ſelf. 
Mil. Vet again! Mincing, ſtand between me and his 
| my it. 
e pri it. Do, Mrs. Mincing, like a Screen before a great 
re. IconfeſsI do blaze today, I am too bright. 
Mrs. Fain, But, dear Millamant why were you ſo 
g? 
Mil. Long! Lord, have I not made violent haſte? I have 
d every living Thing that I met for you; I have en- 
ird after you, as after a new Faſhion. 
Wit, Madam, Truce with your Similitudes No, 
u met her Husband, and did not ask him for her. 
Alira. By your leave, it woud, that were like enquiring 
er an old Faſhion, to ask a Husband for his Wife. 
ii.. Hum, a hit, a hit, a palpable hit, I confels it. 
| like Mrs. Fain. You were dreſs'd before I came abroad. 
fa (eco Mil. Ay, that's true O but then I had——Mincmg, 
ter Spruhat had I ? Why was I ſo long? 
an affe Minc. O Mem, your Laſhip ſtaid to peruſea Pacquet of 
Wtters. 

Mil. O ay, Letters I had Letters Iam 
Wriccuted with Letterc——-I hate Letters — - No Bo- 
& knows how to write Letters; and yet one has em, one 
es rot know why — - They ſerve one to pin up one's 
ir. 
ii. Is that the Way? Pray, Madam, do you pin up 

or Hair with all your Letters? I find I mu * 
Ppies. * 
Bail. Only with thoſe in Verſe, Mr. Witwoud. I ne- 


8 gorg 


it to n 
loieiy 


Succe: 
Husbuq; 
d for i: 
id of hig; 
narry 1 
more t 


ne toit, 
e Appl 


m, 

you; e pin up my Hair with Proſe, I think I try d once 
u. aicing. 
had like inc. O Mem, I ſhall never forget it. 

. 1 Ay, poor Mincing tift and tift all the Morning. 
nave Winn. Till 1 had the Cramp in my Fingers, Vil vow, 


And all to no purpoſe. But when your Laſhip pins 
B 22 * 
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it up with Poetry, it fits ſo pleaſant the next Day u 
Thing, and is ſo pure and ſo crips. - 

Wit. Indeed, ſo Crips ? | 

Minc. You're ſuch a Critick, Mr. Witwond. 

Mil. Mirabell, did you take Exceptions laſt Night- 
ay, and went away Now I think on't I'mang 
— no, now I thought on't I'm plcas'd. For | belicy; 
gave you ſome Pain., [ 

Mira. Does that pleaſe you ? 

Mil. Infinitely ; I love to give Pain. 

Mira. You would affect a Cruelty which is not 
your Nature, your true Vanity is in the Power of Pl; 
ling. 

140 O J ask your Pardon for chat One's Cruelty 
one's Power, and when one parts with one's Cruelty, o 
Teel. one's Power; and when one has parted wi 
that, I fancy one's old and ugly. 

Mira. Ay, ay, ſuffer your Cruelty to ruin the Obj: 
of your Power, to deſtroy your Lover Andthy 
how vain, how loſt a Thing you'll be? Nay* tis true: Yi 
are no longer handſome when you've loſt your Loy 
your Beauty dies upon the Inſtant: For Beauty ist 
Lover's Gift; 'tis he beſtows your Charms -Ya 
Glaſs is all a Cheat. The Ugly and the Old, whomt 
Looking-Glaſs mortifies, yet after Commendation 
be flatter'd by it, and diſcover Beauties in it: For that 
flects our Praiſes, rather than our Face. 

Mil. O the vanity of theſe Men! Fainall, d'ye h 
him? If they did not commend us, we were not ha 
ſome! Now you muſt know they ceu'd not comme 
one, if one was not handſome. Deauty the Love 
Gift- - Lord, what is a Lover, that it can gr 
Why one makes Lovers as faſt as one pleaſe, and they! 
as long as one pleaſes, and they die as ſoon as one plealt 
And then if one pleaſes one makes more. 

Wit. Very pretty. Why you make no more of m 

ing of Lovers, Madam, than of making ſo many CG: 

matches. 

Mil. One no more owes one's Beauty to a Lover, th 

one's Wit to an Echo: They can but reflect what 
look and ſay, vain empty Things if we are ſilent 

unſcen, and want a Being, Fr 


- 


ay a 


Light! 
I'm ang 


I belien 


is not 
er of Pl; 


Cruelty 
ruelty. o 
arted Wi 


he Obe 
— Andt 
5 true: Yi 
bur Loy 
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. Vet, :o thoſe two vain empty Things, you owe 


the greateſt Pleaſures of your Life. 
fil. How ſo? 


ir. To your Lover you owe the pleaſure of hear- 


your ſelves prais'd; and to an Echo the Pleaſure of 
ring your ſelves talk. 
it, But | know a Lady that loves talking ſo inceſ- 


dy, ſhe won t give an Echo fair Play; ſhe has that e- 

eating Rotation of Tongue that an Echo muſt wait 
me dies, before it can catch her laſt Words. 

Wil. O Fiction! Fainall, let us leave theſe Men. 
$A. Draw off Hit woud. 
Mis. Fain. Immediately. 


(Aſide to Mrs. Fainall; 
I have a Word or two for 
. Witwoud. 
8C-E NEV. 
Millamant, Mizabell, Mincing. 


Mira, 1 would beg a little private Audience evo. 
i the Tyranny to deny me laſt Night; tho you knew I 


me to impart a Secret to you that concern'd my 


Dye. 

Mil. You ſaw I was engag'd. 

Mira. Unkind. You had the Leiſure to entertain a 
rd of Fools; Things who viſit you from their exceſſive 
leneſs; beſtowing on your Eaſineſs that Time, which 

the incumbrance of their Lives. How can you find De- 


pat in ſuch Society? It is impoſſible they ſhou'd admire. 


u, they are not capable: Or if they were, it ſhou'd be 
you as a Mortification for ſure to pleaſe a Fool is fome 
gree of Folly. 


Mil. I pleaſe my ſelf — Beſides, ſometimes to 


nverſe with Fools is for my Health. 


Mira. Your Health! is there a worſe diſeaſe than the 

onverſation of Fools? h 
Mil. Yes the Vapours; Fools are Phyſick for it, next. 
Aſſa-Fatida. 
Mira. You are not ina Courſe of Fools? 

Mil. Mirabell, if you perſiſt in this offenſive Freedom 
you'il diſpleaſe me — | think I muſt reſolve after all, not 


have you We ſhan't agree. 


Mira. Not in our Phyſick, it may be. = 
Mil. And yet our Diſtemper in, all likelihood will ba: 
B 3 the 
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the fame; for we ſhall be fick of one another. I fh 
endure to be reprimanded, nor inſtructed; *tis ſo dul 
act always by Advice, and ſo tedious to be told of o 
Faults — I can't bear it. Well, 1 won't have you Mir 
— I'm refoly'd — I think —- You may go 
ha, ha. What wou'd you give that you cou'd help lovin 
me? 
Mira. I wou'd give ſomething that you did not k iu 
I cou'd not help it. | | 
Mil. Come, don't look grave then, Well, what if 
you ſay to me? 
Mira. I ſay that a Man may as ſoon moke a Friend h 
his Wit, ora Fortune by his Honeſty, as win a Wony 
with Plain-dealing and Sincerity. 
Mil, Sententious Mirabell! Prithee don't look wii 


Mira 
dart y* 


that t and inflexible wiſe Face, like Solomon © 1WMcn'icn 
dividiggOf the Child in an old Tapeſtiy Hanging. 1 
ed be 


Mira. Vou are merry, Madam, but I would perſwes 
you fer a Moment to be ſerious. 

Mil. What, with that Face? No, if you keep yo. 
Countenance, tis impoſſible I ſhould hold mine. We 
after all, there is ſomething very moving in a loveli 
Face. Ha, ha, ha—— Well I won't laugh! don't be pervil 
A Hcigho! Now I'!] be melancholy, as melancho 
as a Watch-light. Well Mirabell, if ever you will win m 


woo me now Nay, if you are ſo tedious, fu Wat 

you well; I ſee they are walking away. nedid 1 
Mira. Can you not find in the Variety of your Diſpo MI 

fition one Moment —— Foi, 


Mil. To hear you tell me F.ible's married and jo hat 1 


Plot like to ſpeed — No. we | nd tha 
Mira. But how you came to know it — o ſhew 


Mil. Without the help of the Devil, you can't imagingF2amou 
. unleſs ſhe ſhould tell me her ſelf. Which of the two Hence t 
may have been, I will leave you to conſider; and WHrigin- 


you have done thinking of that, think of me. Mira 
SCENE VI, Juent j 
Mirabell alone. | Watt 


Mira. I have ſomething more — Gone — Think ol For. 
you! To think of a Whirlwind, tho 'twere in a Whig Mira 
wind, were a Caſe of more ſteady Contemp'ation ; Fei. 
"Ip ve 
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. 1 fry Tranquility of Mind and Manſon. A Follow that 
; ſo dull es in a Windmill, has not a more whimſical dwelling 
J of one n the Heart of a Man that islodg'd in a Woman. There 
u M o point of theCompaſs to which they cannot turn and 


OR, which they are not turn'd; and by one as well as ano- 

lp lover; For Motion not Method is their Occupation. To 

; o this, and yet continue to be in Love, 1s to be 

not Kno ide wiſe from the Dictates of Reaſon, and yet per- 

ere to play the Fool by the Force of Inſtint — 

what e here comes my Pair of Turtles, — Whar, bill ng ſo 
Wrocctly! Is not Valentine's Day over with you yet? 

; SCENE VI. 
(To him) Waiiwcll, Foible. 
Mira. Sirrah, F/aitwell, why ſure you think you were 
harr yd for your own Recreation, and no: for my Con- 


eniency. ö 
Wait. Y our Pardon, Sir. With ſubmiſſion, Mee ein- 


Friend h 
a Vory 


ook wi! 
Non at ti 


ng. 
per ſve; eed been ſolacing in law ſul Delights; but ſtiff With an 
ye to Buſinzſs, Sir. 1 have inſtructed her as Well as I 
keep you'd. It ſhe can take your Directions as readily as my 
je. WeWroſtruftions, Sir, your Aftziis are in a p:oipe.ous Way. 
a loveciic Ara. Give you L Dy, Nis F. 167», 
be petri Fei. O-las, Sir, I'm fo ahm d me raid my 
nelanchoW-2dy has been in a thouſand Inqui- tudes for me. But I 
11 win mWroteſt, Sir, I made as much haſte as I could. 
Jious, fu Wait. That ſhe did indeed, Sir. It was my Fault that 
y. he did not make more. 
zur Diſpoſ MIra. That I believe. 
Fi. But I told my Lady as you inſtruged me, Sir, 
and you hat I had a Proſpect of ſceing Sir Row/and your Uncle; 
ad that | would put her Lady ſhip's Picture in my Pocker 
a o ſhew him; which l'il be ſure to ſay has made him ſo 
t imaginegW2amoured of her Beauty, that he burns with im pa- 
the two ence to lye at her Lady ſnip's Feet, and warſhip the 
and wöeriginal. | 
e. Mira. Excellent Foible! Matrimony has made you elo- 


zuent in Love. 

Wait. I think ſhe his profited, Sir. I think fo. 
Think o Fo. You have ſeen Madam Millamant, Sir? 
n a Whit Mira. Yes. 
„ation; Fei. I told her, Sir, becauſe I did not know that you 
ve! B 4+ night 
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might find an Opportunity, ſhe had ſo much Compi 
laſt Nighr. g 
Mira. Your Diligence will merit more — ln te 
mean time. (Grves Mon, 
Foi. O dear Sir, your humble Servant. 
Wait. Spouſe. 5 
Mira. Stand off, Sir, not a Penny. Go on and pro. 
per, Foible The Leaſe ſhall be made good md 
the Farm ſtock'd, if we ſucceed. E 
Fei. I don't queſtion your Generoſity, Sir: and yo 
need not doubt of Succeſs. If you have no more Com-. 
mands, Sir, I'll be gone; I'm {ure my Lady is at her Toi. 
let, and can't dreſs *till I come, — O dear, I'm fre the ME 
(Looking out.) was Mrs. Marwood that went by in a Munk; 
if ſhe has ſeen me with you I'm ſure ſhe']} tell my Lady, Wk 
I'll makgtaſte home and prevent her. Your Servant, $: 
Sir. Y Waitwell. 
| SCENE. VIII. 
Mirabel, Waitveell. 5 
Wait, Sir Rowland, if you pleaſe. The Jade's fo pen 
upon her Preferment ſhe forgets her {clf, : 
Mira. Come, Sir, will you endeavour to forget your 
ſelf and transform into Sir Rowland. 
uit. Why Sir; it will be impoſſible I ſtonld remem- 


Þlexio! 


ber my ſelf — Marry'd, knighted and attended all in one 2 
Day! Tis enough to make any Man forget himſelf. 'The *" T 


Difficulty will be how to recover my Acquaintance and 

Familiarity with my former ſelf ; and fall from my 
Transformation to a Reformation into Vaitwell. Nay, 
1 ſhan't be quite the ſame MWaitwell neither for 
now I remember me, I'm marry'd, and can't be my 
own Man again. | 


Ay, there's iny Grief, that's the [ad change of Life: 
To loſe my Title, and yet keep my Wife, 


Peg. 
Tannot 
up, 
Lad 
berry 


Lad. 
O ual; 
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ACT im. SCENE I. 
4 Room in Lady Wiſhfort's Houſe. 


- In thi 


1 Mong, : 


3 
x 
1 
x 
2 
| 
4 


nd prol. 


0d and Lady Wiſhfort at her Toilet, Peg waiting. 


ind o 4 : 3 
r. WO n. 
* p Lady Wiſh. I have no more Patience It Thave 


Mat Pot fretted my ſelf til I am pale again, there's no veracity 
a * we. Fetch me the Red - the Red, do you hear, 
Y 4). WB weet- heart? An errant Aſh-Colour, as 1 am en 


Ser vant; ook you how. this Wench ſtirs! Why K thou 
zot fetch me a little Red? Didſt thou not hear me, J 
Mopus? 
; "aq The Red Ratafiadoes your Lady ſhip mean, or the 
Thecry-Brandy ? 

Lady Wiſh. Ratafia, Fool. Not the Ratafia. Fool. 

Grant me Patience! I mean the Spaniſh Paper, Idiot, Com- 
Plexion Darling. Paint, Paint, Paint, doſt thou under- 

tand that, changeling, dangling thy Hands like Bobbing 

pefore thee? Why doſt thou not (tir, Puppet? thou wood» | 


; fo pert 
Zet your 


remem- 
Ul in one 


2 my Pen Thing upon Wires. NA 

DO Peg. Lord, Madam, your Ladyſhip is ſo impatient — 

IN innot come at the Paint, Madam, Mrs Foible has lock'd 
. th up, andcarry'd the Key with her. | 

"he my Lady Wiſh. Pox take you both Fetch me the 


herry-Brandy then. 

SCEN:E N. ä 

Lady Wiſh. I'm as pale and as faint, I look like Mrs. 

Qualm ſick the Curate's Wife, that's always breeding 

Wench, come, come, Wench, vrhat art thou 

going, Sipping? Taſting? Save thee, Colt thou not 
now the Bottle? | 

SCENE III. 
Lady Wiſhfort, Peg with a Bottle and China Cup. - 
| Peg. Madam, I was looking tor a Cup. 2 
ACT day ng! 1 


Fe: 


: 


good Marwood. 
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Lady Wiſh. A Cup, fave thee, and what a Cup haſt th, 
brought! Doſt thou take me for a'Fairy, to drink ou off 
an Accorn ? Why didſt thou not bring thy Thimble? H 7.; 
thou nc'er a Braſs Thimble, clinking in thy Pocket ui In 
a Bit of Nutmeg? I warrant thee, Come, fill, fil. 70; 
So again, See who that is (One knock, WR Ta 
Set down the Bottle firſt. Here, under the Table Poi 
What, wou'd thou go with the Bottle in thy Hand like! hav 
Tapſter. As I'ma Perſon, this Wench hasliv'd in an lnkraſps 
upon the Road, before ſhe came to me, like Marit 
the Auſtrian in Don Quixot. No Foible yet? La 

Peg. No Madam, Mrs. Marwood. ut h 

Lady Wiſh. O Marwood, let her come in. Come iu ecte- 
thou 
1 got in 
= Fo! 


SCENE IV. 
(To them) Mrs. Marwood. 


Mrs. Mer. I'm ſurpriz'd to find your Lady ſhip i w hat 

. diſhabille at this time of Day, Gif 1 
Lady Wiſh, Foible's a loſt thing; has been abrod had! 
fince Morning, and never heard of ſince. Acco 


Mar. I ſaw her but now, as I came mask'd thro' the? 
Park, in Conference with Mirabell. 
LadyWiſh. With Mirabell! You call my Blood into ry 


Face, with mentioning that Traitor. She durſt not hae La 
the Confidence. I ſent her to negotiate an Affair, in Fo 
which if I'm detected I'm undone. If that wheedling Wit 
Villain has wrought upon Foible to detect me, I'm ruin'd, lum 
Oh my dear Friend, I'm a Wretch of Wretches if I'nMhe) 5 
detected. Tretin 
Mar. O Madam, you cannot ſuſpe& Mrs. Foible's In- Ilalf 
tegrity. : 7 Penſi 
L-dy Wiſh. O, he carries Poiſon in his Tongue th what 
wou' d corrupt integrity it ſelf. If ſhe has given him a annu 
Opportunity, ſhe has as good as put her Integrity into L. 
his Hand. Ah dear Marwood, what's Integrity to an Op- mur 
portunity ? Hark! I hear her — Dear Friend te- I': 
tire into my Cloſet, that I may examine her with more 'i 
Freedom You'll pardon me, dear Friend, I can Fo 
make bold with you There are Books over the Chi- bim, 
ney Qu arles and Fryn, and the Short View of H him 
Stage, with Bunyan's Works, to entertain you — Cha 


* : 
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haſt th $SCENS:YV. 

ink ou: ons Lady Wiſhfort, Foible. 

dle? HY Lady i. O Foible, where baſt thou been? what 
ket wit ft thou been doing? « 

, fill. © ö Foi. Madam, I have ſeen the Party. 

ne knock Wl Lady Wiſh. But what haſt thou done? 

e 5... Nay, 'tis your Lady ſhip has done, and are to do; 
and like: N have only promis'd. But a Man ſo enamour'd — ſo 
in an Ia raſported! Well. i worſhipping of Pictwes be a Sin 
{aritor Poor Sir Rowland, I ſay. 

8 Lady Wiſh. The Miniature has been counted like — 
put haſt thou not betray'd me Foible ? Haft thou not de- 
Come in eected me to that faithleſs Mirable ? What hadſt 
thou to do with him in the Park ? Anſwer me, his he 
got nothing out of thee? ; 

Poi. So, the Devil has been before-hand with me; 
ly ſhip iw hat ſhall I ay ? — Alas, Madam, could 1 help it, 
Wif 1 met that confident Thing? Was I in Fault? It you 
Thad heard how he us'd me, and all upon your Lady ſhip's 
Account, I'm ſure you wou'd not {uſpe&t my Fidelity. 
thro' the Nay, if that had been the worſt I cou'd have born: But 
: he had a Fling at your Ladyſhip too; and then I could 
into ry not hold: But i'faith I gave him his own. 

not hare Lady ih. Me? what did the filthy Fellow fay ? 
Affair, in Foi, O Madam, ttis a Shame to ſay what he ſaid — 
rheedling MF With his Taunts and his Fleers, toſſing up his Noſe. 
m ruin c Humb (ſays he) what you are a hatching ſome Plot (ſays 
s if Ia he) you are fo early abroad, or catering (ſays he) fer- 
Treting for ſome disbanded Officer, 1 Warrant, 
ible's In. Half Pay is but thin Subliſtence (ſays he) — Well what 
Penſion does your Lady propoſe? Let me ſee {ſays he) 
"gue tha what ſhe muſt come down pretty deep now, ſhe's ſuper- 
n him au annuated (ſays he) and — 

rity into Lady 74 Ods my Life, Vil bave him, I' have him 
o an Op- murder'd. Vii have him poiſon'd. Where does he ca“? 
riend e. ' marry a Diawer to have him poiſon'd in bis Wine. 
th mote 'i ſend for Robin from Locket's — immediately. 
d, I can Foi, Poiſon him? Poiſoning's too good for hin, Stat ve 
e Chim- bim, Madam, ſtarve him, niarry Sir Rowland, and get 
ew of 1/4 him dificherited, O you wou'd bleſs your ſeif, to hear 
— C, what be ſaid. 8 f 
CENE ; Lady 


n abroad 


the whole Court upon a Birth-Day. I'll ſpoil his Cre- 


eld Wall: Thou muſt repair me, Foible; before 5 * 
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Lady Wiſh. A Villain! ſuperannuated ! 
Fol. Humh (fays he) I hear you are laying Deſigns 3 

gainſt me too (ſays he) and Mrs. Millamant is to marry 

my Uncle; (he does not fuſpe& a Word of your Lady. 

Tip ) but (ſays he) I'Il fit you for that, I warrant you 

Gays he) ll hamper you for that (fays he) you and you 

old Frippery too (ſays he) I'll handle you | 
Lady Wiſh. Audacious Villain! handle me, wou'd be 

durſt Frippery ? Old Frippery ! Was there eve iſ 
Juch a foul-mouth'd Fellow ? I'll be marry'd to-morrow, 

Fl be contracted to-night. 

Foi. The ſooner the better, Madam. f 
Lady Wiſh. Will Sir Rowland be here, ſay'ſt thou? 
when, Foible ? 

Foi. Incontinently, Madam: No new Sheriff's Wifz 
expects the Return of her Husband after Knighthood, 
with that Impatience in which Sir Rowland burns for the 
dear Hour of kiſſing your Lady ſhip's Hand after Dinner. 

Lady Wiſh. Frippery ! ſuperannuated Frippery ! II 
Frippery the Villain; I'll reduce him to 0 60 and Rags: 
A Tatterdemalion ——— I hope tojſee him hung with 
Tatters, like a Long Lane Pent-houſe, or a Gibbet- Thief. 
A ſlender- mouth'd Railer: I warrant the Spendthrife 
Prodigal's in Debt as much as the Million Lottery, or 


Surpriz 


dit with his Taylor. Yes, he ſhall have my Niece with 


her Fortune, he ſhall. Foi. 
Fol. He! I hope to ſee him lodge in Ludgate firſt, and . Lad) 
angle into Black-Fryars for Braſs Farthings, with an od | ha d 
Mitten. k ortun 
Lady h. Ay dear Foible; thank thee for that, de N ffendi 
Foible. He has put me out of all Patience. I ſhall n{v: « Man. 


recompoaſe; my Features, to receive Sir Rowland with ar y 
Oeconomy of Face. This Wretch has fretted me that ! 
am abſolutely decay'd. Look, Foible. 

* Foi! Your Ladyſhip has frown'd a little too rafhly, in- 
deed Madam. There are ſome Cracks diſcernable in the 
white Varniſh. 

Lady Wiſh. Let me ſee the Glaſs — Cracks ſay'ſt 
thou? Why I am arrantly flea'd -— look like an ©'4 


Rows 


* a 
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land comes; or I ſhall never keep up to my Picturei 


ſigns . 1 warrant you, Madam; a little Art once made 
o marry ur Picture like you; and now a little of the ſame A 
Ir Lady. uſt make you like your Picture. Your Picture mu 
rant you Wl tor you, Madam. 


Lady Wiſh. But art thou ſure Sir Rowland will not fail 
come? Or will he not fail when he does come? Will he 
importunate, Foible, and puſh? For if he ſhould not 
importunate —- I ſhall never break Decorums — 1 
all die with Confuſion, if, I am forced to advance 
hno, I can never advance I ſhall ſwoon if he 
zou'd expect Advance, No, I hope Sir Rowland is 
tter bred, than to put a Lady to the Neceſſity of 
eaking her Forms. I won't be too coy neither _—. 
won't give him Deſpair But a little Diſdain 
not amiſs ; a little ſcorn is alluring. 


nd your i 


ou'd he 
ere ever 
10rrow, 


t thou? MW 


s Wife 
thood, 


for the Foi. A little Scorn becomes your Ladyſhip. 

Dinner. N Lady Wiſh. Ves, but Tenderneſs becomes me beſt —. 
ry ! I'll BA Sort of a Dyingneſs —— You ſee that Picture has 
d Raps: Sort of a Ha Foible? A Swimmingneſs in the 


g with q yes Yes, I'll look ſo — My Niece affects it? 
Thief. ut ſhe wants Features. Is Sir Rowland handſome? Let, 
idthrift My Toilet be remov'd 1]] dreſs above, I'll re- 
ery, or Neive Sir Rowland here. Is he handſome? Don't anſwer 


is Cre- 


e. I won't know: VI! be ſurpriz d; ll be taken by 
e with | 


urprize. 
Foi. By Storm, Madam. Sir Rowland's a brisk Man. 
Lady Wiſh. Is he! O then he'll importune, if he's a 
risk Man, I ſhall {ave Decorums if Sir Rowland im- 
== I have a mortal Terror at the Apprehention of 


rſt, and 


an old 


t, dew ffending againſt Decorums. O I'm glad he's a brisk 

never Han. Let my Things be remov'd. good Foible. 

th an 7 8 C:ENE- VI. 

thac 1 Mrs. Fainall, Foible. | 
Mrs. Fain. O Foible, I have been in a Fright, leſt 1 

ly, in- Wou'd come too late. That Devil, Ma» wood, {aw you in 

in the Ne Park with Mirabell, and I'm afraid will diſcover it 


my Lady, 


ſay'ſt Foil. Diſcover what, Madam? 
an od Mrs. Fain. Nay, nay, put not on that ſtrange Face. I 
ie 5 © WP" privy to the whole Deſign, and know that Haitwell, 
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2 8 
—— 


* all, have you carry'd it ſo ſwimmingly? I though 
that 


a * 


to whom thou wert this Morning marry'd. is to perf 
"nate Mirabell's Uncle, and as ſuch, winning my Lady, 
involve her in thoſe Difficulties from whic Mirabel! o 
muſt releaſe her, by his making his Conditions to hay 
my Couſin and her Fortune left to her on Diſpoſal, 

Foi, O dear Madam, I beg your Pardog. It was ng 
my Confidence in your Lady ſhip that was deficient ; hy 
I thought the former good Correſpondence between qu 
Ladyſhip and Mr. Mirabell, might have hinder'd hi 
communicating this Secret. 4 

Mrs. Fain. Dear Foible, forget that. 

Foz. O dear Madam, Mr. Mirabell is ſuch a ſweet wir 
ning Gentleman — But your Lady ſhip is the Pattern d 
Generofity. Sweet Lady, to be ſo good! Nr 
Mirabel cannot chuſe but begrateful. I find your Lads: 
ſhip has his Heart till, Now, Madam, I can ſifely te 
your Ladyſhip our Succeſs, Mrs. Marwood had told nm 


Lady; but 1 warrant I manag'd my ſelf. I turn'd ita ll of 
for the better. I told my Lady that Mr. Mirabell rail'dat ſt up 
her. I laid horrid Things to his Charge, I'il vow; ant 
my Lady is fo incens'd, that ſhe'l! be cantracted to Sr 
Rowland To night, ſhe ſiys; — I'd warrant I work he Lady 
up, that he may have her for asking for, as they {cy d ce Fe 
"a Welſh Maiden-head. oodne 
Mrs. Fain. O rare Foible ! Mar. 
Foi. Madam, I beg, your Ladyſhip to acquaint Mr ell en 
Mirabell of his Succeſs. I would be ſeen as little as p Lady 
fible to ſpeak to him — beſides, 1 believe Madam M. ink 1 
wood watches me — She has a Month's Mind; Bull Olio 
know Me. Mirabell can't abide her — (Calls.) Fobn — alle) 
remove my Lady's Toilet. Madam, your Servant. My llful 
Lady is fo itnpatient, I fear ſhe'll come for me, if I fir ie Mea 
Mrs. Fain. VIl go with you up the back Stairs, le Mer. 
ſhou'd meet her. | Ying th 
SCENE VII. BO 
Mrs. Marwood alone. Lady 
Indeed, Mrs. Engine, is it thus with you? Are you be. is Tray 
come a go-between of this Importance? Yes, I :1889%"g- 
watch you. Why this Wench is the Paßt partom e, a vel d has: 
Maſt er- Key to ever Body's ſtrong Box. My Friend Fal- we: 


A 
* 


7 


- 
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to pe ere was ſomething in it ; but it ſeems it's over with you. 
Lady, Four Loathing is not from a want of Appetite then, but 
bell om a Surfeit. Elſe you could never be fo cool to fall 
to HM oa Principal to be an Aſſiſtant; to procure for him! 
ſpoſal, Pattern of Generoſity, that I confeſs, Well, Mr. 
was in, you have met with your Match. —— O Man, 
ent; by an! Woman, Woman! the Devil's an Aſs: If I 
een GE Painter, I would draw him like an Ideot, a Drive. 
der'd Er with a Bib and Bells. Man ſhould have his Head and 
orns, and Woman the reſt of him. Poor ſimple Fiend! 
adam Marwood hasa Month's Mind, but he can't abide 
r 'Twere better for him you had not been his 
onfeſſor in that Affair; without you could have kept 
5 Counſel cloſer. I ſhall not prove another Pattern of 
eneroſity — he has not oblig'd me to that with thoſe 
xceſſes of himſelf ; and now l'll have none of him. 


vent wil 
Pattern d 
bod! M. 
zur Lady: 


ſafely te kr 

11015 * ere comes the good Lady, panting ripe; with a Heart 
rd it 8"! of Hope, and a Head full of Care, like any Chy- 
rait iſt upon the Day of Projection. 


SCENE VIII. 


ow; and 


ted to Sy (To her) Lady Wiſhforr. 

work bel Lady Wiſh. O Dear Marwood, what ſhall J fay for this 

ey ſay d de — 8 But my dear Friend is all 
oodneſs, 


Mar. No Apologies, dear Madam. I have been very 
ell entertain'd. 


int Mr 
758 Lady Wiſh. As Tama Perſon I am in a very Chaos to 


le as pol. 


um Mink I ſhould fo forget myſelf But I have ſuch 
id ; Butl Olio of Affairs, really I know not what to do - 
4b, 4s) Foible I expe my Nephew Sir 
„nt. MH ev'ry Moment too: — — Why Foible 

if lune means to travel for Improvement. 


airs, 16108 Mar. Methinks Sir illful ſhou'd rather think of mar- 
ying than travelling at his Years. I hear he is turn'd of 
ty, ' 
Lady Wiſh. O he's in leſs Danger of being ſpoiled by 
Travels — 1 am againſt my Nephew's marrying too 
oung. It will be time enough when he comes back, 
d has acquir'd Diſcretion to chuſe for himſclf. 
Mar, Methinks Mrs. Millamant and he wou'd make a 
y fir Match. He may travel afterwards. *Tis a Thing 
fy uſual with young Gentlemen. Lady 


e you be. 
- # | (bi 
e, a ve 
end Falk 
I thougit 

_- 


Ly 
= 


, 
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Lady iſh. I promiſe you] have thought on't —- A 
fince *tis x} Judgment, I'll think on't again. I aſſu 
vou T will; I value your Judgment extremely. On n 
Word I'll propoſe it. 

SCENE IX. 
(To them) Foible. 

Lady Wiſh. Come, come Foible —— I had forgot u 
Nephew will be here before Dinner wn I mu 
make haſte. | 

For, Mr. Witwoud, and Mr. Petulant are come to dit 
with your Ladyſhip. 1 

Lady Wiſh. O dear, I can't appear 'till I am dreſs 
Dear Marwood ſhall I be free with you again, and beg yall 
to entertain em. Nil make all imaginable Haſte. De 
Friend, excuſe me. | | 

SCENE X. 
Mrs. Marwood, Airs. Millamant, Mincing. 

Mil. Sure never any Thing was ſo unbred as that oi 
ous Man. Marwood your Servant. 

Mar. You have a Colour, what's the Matter ? 

Mil. That horrid Fellow Petulant has provok'd me in- 
to a Flame — I have broke my Fan Minty, 
lend me yours; Is not all the Powder out of ny 
Hair ? 

Mar. No. What has he done? 

Min. Nay, he has done nothing; he has only talk d- 
Nay, he has ſaid nothing neither; but he has contry 
dicted. ev'ry thing that has been ſaid. For my Part 
thought Witwoud and he wou'd have quarrell'd. | 

- Mic. I vow Mem, I thought once they wou'd have f. 

Mil. Well, tis a lamentabſe Thing I ſwear, that one has 
not the Liberty of chuſing one's Acquaintance as one Co 
one's Cloaths, 

Mar. If we had that Liberty, we ſhoud be as wear) 
of one Set of Acquaintance, tho? never ſo good, as we 
are of one Suit, tho' never ſo fine. A 4254 a Doi 
Stuff wou'd now and then find Days of Grace, and be 
worn for Variety. 

Mil. I could conſent to wear em, if they cou'd well 
alike; but Fools never wear out They are {uct 
Drap-deberry Things! Without one cou'd give em tg 
one 4 Chambermaid after a Day or two. N 


„reer n 


by. + 
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a7. 'T were better ſo indeed. Or what think you of 

Play-houſe? A fine gay gloſſy Fool ſhou'd be given 
e, fike a new masking Habit after the Maſquerade 

over, and we have done with the Diſguiſe. For a 

Wo; Viſit is always a Diſguiſe; and never admitted by 

WV oman of Wit, but to blind her Affair with a Lover of 

gat age. If you wou'd but appear bare-fac'd now, and 

- 1 my > a Mirabell; you might as eaſily put off Petulant and 
round, as your Hood and Scarf, And indeed ' tis time, 
the Town has found it: The Secret is grown too big 
& the Pretence: Tis like Mrs. Brimlys great Belly; 
may lace it down before, bur it burniſhes on her Hips. 
Need Millamant, you can no more conceal it, than my 
dy Strammel can her Face, that goodly Face, which 
Defiance of her Rheniſh-Wine Tea, will not be com- 
hended in a Mask. 8 

Dil. I'll take my Death, Marwood, you are more cen- 
ious than a decay'd Beauty or a diſcarded Toaſt, Min- 
g. tell the Men they may come up. My Aunt is not 
eſſing here; their Folly is leſs provoking than your 


alice. 
SCENE XI. 
Millamant, Marwood. 
8 Mil. The Town has found it! What has it found? 
That Mirabell loves me is no more a Secret, than it is a 
cret that you diſcoyer'd it to my * Aunt, or than the 
eaſon why you diſcover'd it is a Secret. 


4 
wy 
Ä 


t — A: 
I aſlur 
On nl 


e to dia 


n dreſsdg 
beg yd 
te. Den 


ng. 
that od 
> 

d me is. 
Minc ig. 
at of my 


talk d 


5 conta 


y Part I iar. You are nettled. | 
7 M Mil. You're miſtaken. Ridiculous ! | 
mY Aar. Indeed, my Dear, you'll tear another Fan, if 4 
© 015 a don't mitigate thoſe violent Airs. _— 
one co Mil. O filly ! Ha, ha, ha. I could laugh immoderate- " 
„ Poor Mirabell! His Conſtancy to me has quite de- 
f * 0y'd his Complaiſance for all the World beſide, I ſwear, 
ry *  Wcvcr enjoin'd it him, to be ſo coy,-—— If I had the 
a Ja ity to think he wou'd obey me; I wou'd command 
** m to ſhew more Gallantry — Tis hardly well bred 
Tas be ſo particular on one Hand, and ſo inſenſible on the 
” ob her. But I deſpair to prevail, and ſo let him follow his 
mY vn Way. Ha, ha, ha; Pardon me, dear Creature, I 
? "6 A . ha, ha, ha; tho' I grant tis a little barbarous, - 


— 
: 


e | 
Mar. What Pity 'tis, ſo eh fine Rallery, and dd 
ver'd with ſo ſignificant Geſture, ſhou'd he ſo unbapp! 


directed to, miſcarry. | 0 
Mil. Hz? Dear Creature I ask your Pardon 1 
ſwear I did not mind you. py wh 
Mar. Mr. Mirabe!l and you both may think a Th 
impoſſible, when I ſhall tell him by telling ou — Ti 
Mil. O dear, what? for it is the ſame Thing, if! I 
hear it Ha, ha, ha. ther, 
Mar. That I deteſt him, hate him, Madam. at 7H 
Mil. O Madam, why ſo do! And yet the C 
ture loves me, ha, ha. How can one forbear laughing 
think of it I am a Sybil if I am not am: 1 Mil. 
think what he can ſee in me. I'll take my Death, I th .. 
you are handſomer and within a Year or two 
young. If you cou'd but ſtay for me, 1 ſhovdio An 
overtake you But that cannot be Weng 
that Thought makes me mclancholick ——— No eble 
I'm be fad. | Petu 
Mar. Your merry Note may be changed ſooner tui con 
you think. 1 Wit. 


Mil. D'ye ſay ſo? Then I'm reſolv'd I'll have a Sn cont: 
to keep up my Spiiits, | Fontrac 
SCENE XII. | 

df (To them) Mincing. 
Min. The Gentlemen ſtay but to comb, Madam; ani 
will wait on you. 


. 


Mil. Defire Mrs. that is in the next Room ante. 
fing the Song 1 wou'd have learnt Yeſterday. You (18 We. 
hear it, Madam — Not that there's any great h Petr 
ter in it But 'tis agreeable to my Humour, mY 

root 
SONG. inctio 


* 


Set by Mr. John Eccles, 


I. 
OVE's but the Frailty of the Mind, 
When *tis not with Ambition join d; 
A ſickly Flame, which if not fed expires ; 
And feeding, waſtes in ſelf-conſuming Fires. 


Man 


4 n. | 
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II. 


Fs not to wound a wanton Bo 

Or am'rous Youth, that gives tbo Foy 
is 1he Glory to have pierc d a Swain, 
Wor whom inferior Beauties ſigh in wain. 


and dd 
fb: pp! 


— 


a Thir III. 

. Then Jalone the Conqueſt prize, 

ing, it Ihen 1 inſult a Rivals Eyes; ». 
D it! N » x 3 


bhere's Delight in Love, tis when ] ſee 
Wat Heart which others bleed for, bleed for me. 
7 SCENE VIII. 
(To them) Petulant, Witwoud. 
Mil. Is your Animoſity compos'd, Gentlemen? þ 


' 
the Cres 


chino: 
ghing 0 


mez'd to 
1, I thing /.. Rallery, Rallery, Madam, we have no Ani- 
or two 8 o!it y e hit off a little Wit now and then, but 
1 oute Animoſity — The falling out of Wits is like the 
— Vc lig out of Lovers — We agree in the main, like 
— Nou rcble and Baſe. Ha, Perwiant ! 
Petu. Ay in the main — But when J have a Humour 
ner tuo contradict | 
Wit. Ay, when he has a Humour to contradi, then - 
re a Sn contradict too. What, I know my Cue. Then we 7 
Nontradict one another like two Battle-Dores; for Con- E. 
Fradictions beget one another like Jews. "0 
Pets, If he fays Black's Black If I have a Humour 
lam ; ano fay tis Blue Let that paſs Als one 
For that. If 1 have a Humour to prove it, it muſt be } 
Room ranted. 
You 18 it. Not poſitively muſt But it may — It may. 
reat Mu Petr. Yes, it poſitively muſt, upon Proof poſitive. Ke 
nour. Wit. Ay, upon Proof poſitive it muſt; but upon 


Proof preſumptive it only may. That's a Logical Diſ- WF 
inction now, Madam. = 
Man. I perceive your Debates are of Importance, aa! 
ery learnedly handled. a 
Petu. Importance is one Thing, and Learning's ano» 
her ; but a Debate's a Debate, that 1 aſſert. 
Hit. Petulant's an Enemy to Learning; he reliep Ro 
tether on his Parts. "v8 we 
Petu, No, I'm no Enemy to Learning; it hurts not nf: 
Mar. That'sa Sign indeed its no Enemy to you. 


Pet x. 
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Petu. No, no, it's no Enemy to any Body, but then 
that have it. | 
Mil. Well, an illiterate Man's my Averſion. IT wor- 
der at the Impudence of any illiterate Man, to offer u 
make Love. , 
Wit. That I confeſs I wonder at too. 
Mil. Ah! to marry an Ignorant! that can hardy 
read or write, EE 
Petu. Why ſhou'd a Man be any further from bein: WF" 
marry'd tho” he can't read. than he is from being han. 
The Ordinary's paid for ſetting the P/alm, and the b 
Tiſh Prieſt for reading the Ceremony. And for the 
which is to follow in both Caſes, a Man may do it wi:t-W 
out Book — So all's one for that. + 
Mil. Dye hear the Creature? Lord, here's Company; Mt... 
I' be gone. 5 


Bow B = JB» * OCW 1 
Sir Wilful Witwoud in a riding Dreſs. Mrs. Mar wood Sir 


Petulant, Witwoud, Footman. 1 don 

Wit. In the Name of Bartlemew and his Fair, whit Ma 
have we here? pn For 
Mar. Tis your Brother, I fancy. Don't you know Wi 
Rim? AY 


Wit. Not I — Yes, I think it is he — Tre 87 
moſt forgot him; 1 have not ſeen him ſince the Revo N 
tion. to hin 

Foot. Sir, my Lady's dreſſing. Here's Company; if #7 

oll pleaſe to walk in, in the mean time. 

Sir Wil. Dreſſing! * What, it's but Morning here I Sir 
warrant with you in London; we ſhou'd count it toward 
Afternoon in our Parts, down in Shropſhire Wh, 
then belike my Aunt han't din'd yet — Ha, Friend? 
Foot. Your Aunt, Sir? 

Sir Wil. My Aunt, Sir? Yes my Aunt, Sir, and your 
Lady, Sir; your Lady is my Aunt, Sir —— — Why, 
what doſt thou not know me, Friend? Why then Jens 
ſome Body hither that does. How long halt thou 1ivs 
with thy Lady, Fellow, ha? ; 

Foor. A Week, Sir; longer than any in the Hou!s, 
except my Lady's Woman. 


* 1 
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Sir il. Why then belike thou doſt not know thy 
ady, if thou ſec'ſt her, ha, Friend! 
I won Fot. Why, truly Sir, I cannot oy {wear to. her 
offer ace in the Morning, before ſhe is dreſs'd. Tis like I 
"Wy give a ſhrew'd Guels at her by this time. 
Sir //il. Well, pr'ythee try what thou can'ſt do; if 
hou can't not gueſs, inquire her out, do'ſt hear, Fellow? 
And tell her, her Nephew, Sir Wilful Witwoud, is in 


Die Houſe. 
Foot 1 ſhall, Sir. 


* 


ut them 


in hardy 


m bein? 


PF TN T3 |; 
frog 8 Sir il. Hold ye, hear me, Friend; a Word with you 
the n Your Ear: Pr'ythee who are theſe Gallants ? 
\ it vi. RB Foote Really, Sir, I can't tell; here comes ſo many 
Perc, 'tis hard to know 'em all. 
i- Wilful Witwoud, Petulant, Witwoud, Arg. Mar- 
7 woud, . 
arwoos . Sir Fil. Oons, this Fellow knows leſs than a Starling ; 


don't think a' knows his own Name. 

ir, wiz War. Mr. Witwoud, your Brother is not behind-hand 

Wn Forgetfulneſs —— I fancy he has forgot you too. 

Wit. r hope ſo—- the Devil take him that remembers 

ſt, I ſay. 

rel Sir Wil. Save you Gentlemen and Lady. 

Revo. Mar. For ſhame, Mr. Witwoud, why won't you ſpeak 
to him? — And you, Sir. 

Mis. Petulant, ſpeak. 


u know 


any; | 
Petu. And you, Sir. 
g here l Sir Wil, No Offeace, I hope. (Salutes Marwoud, 
toward! Mar. No ſure, Sir. | 
— Wi Mit. This is a vile Dog, I ſee that already. No Of- 
Triend? fence! Ha, ha, ha! To him; to him, Petulant, ſmoke 
him. 
and your. Peru. It ſeems as if you had come a Journey, Sir z 
— Why, bem, hem. (Surveying him round. 
hen ſeid Sir il. Very likely, Sir, that it may ſeem fo. 
10a lire Peta. No Offence! I hope, Sir. 
Wit. Smok= the Boots, the Boots; Petulant, the Boots! 
- Houle, 2, ha, ha. | 
Sir Wil. May be not, Sir; therefore as 'tis meant, Sir. 
Peru. Sir, I preſume, upon the Information of your 


boots, Sir 
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Sir il. Why, tis like you may, Sir: Tf you are 5 

fatisfy'd with the Information of my Boots, Sir, if yy 
will ſtep to the Stable, you may enquire further of 5 
Horſe, Sir. 

Petu. Your Horſe, Sir! Your Horſe is an Aſs, Sit! 

Sir Wil. Do you ſpeak by way of Offence, Sir? 

Mar. The Gentleman's merry, that's all, Sir — S 
we ſhall have a Quarrel betwixt an Horſe and an Af, H 
fore they find one another out. You muſt not take ar 
thing amiſs from your Friends, Sir. You are amor 
27 Friends, here, tho? it may be you don't know it 

f I am not miſtaken, you are Sir Wilfull Mitwoud. 

Sir Wil. Right Lady, I am Sir IWilfall A/itwoud, b 
] write my {elf ; no Offenceto any Body, I hope; 
Nephew to the Lady #i/5fort of this Manſion. 

Mar. Don't you know this Gentleman, Sir? 

Sir Wil. Hum! What, ſure *tis not — Vea by'r Lal 
but tis Sheart I know not whether *tis or m 
— — Yea, but *tis, by the Rekin. Brother Anton! 
What Tony, faith ! What doſt thou not know me? By 
Lady nor I thee, thou art ſo becravated, and ſo bepert 
rs by — heart why doſt not ſpeak? Art thou o 
joy? 

Wit. Odſo Brother, is it you? Your Servant, Brothe: 

Sir Wil. Your Servant! Why yours, Sir, Your Ser 
vant again —— *Sheart, and your Friend and Servant to 
that — And a ———- (puff) and a Flap Dragon for you 
Service, Sir: And a Hare's Foot, and a Hare's Scut fo 
your Service, Sir; an you be ſo cold and ſo court) 

Wit. No Offence, I hope, Brother. 

Sir Wil. 'Sheart, Sir, but there is, and much Offence 
A Pox, is this your Inns o' Court Breeding. not t 
know your Friends and your Relations, your Elcer: 
and your Betters? 

Wit. Why, Brother Wilful of Salop, you may be: 
ſhort as a Shrewsbury Cake, if you pleaſe. But I tell yo! 
tis not modiſh to know Relations in Town, You thin 
you're in the Country, where great den Brothe" 
flabber and kiſs one another when they meet, like a Ci 
of Serjeants — *Tis not the Faſhion here; *tis not ut 
deed, dear Brother, 5 


Sir! 


7 
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Sir Wil. The Faſhion's a Fool; and you're a Fop, dear 
other. Sheart, I've ſuſpected this By'r Lady 
onje&tur'd you are a 4s þ ſince you began to change the 
ile of your Letters, and write in a Scrap of Paper gilt 
Wund the Edges, no bigger than a Subpena. I might 
Hpect this when you left off Honour d Brother; and hoping 


4 


du are n 
dir, if Yo 
er of n 


ſs, Sir! 
r? 


, ___ Sfr in good Health, and {o forth — To begin with 
1 Aſs, kat me, Knight, I'm ſo ſick of a laſt Night's Debanch — 
t take ds Heart, and then tell a familiar Tale of a Cock and a 
ire amo oll, and a W hore and a Bottle, and fo conclude —- — 
no i- oa cou'd write News before you were out of your Time, 
woud. hen you liv'd with honeſt Pimple-Noſe the Attorney of 
itwoud, nival's Inn - You cou'd intreat to be remem- 


d then to your Friends round the Rełin. We cou'd 


10Pe ; 
ve Gazettes then, and Dawks's Letter, and the weekly 


? il, 'till of late Days. 

by'r La. Slife, Wirwoud, were you ever an Attorney's 
dis or erk? Of the Family of the Furnivals. Ha, ha, ha! 
r An it. Ay, ay, but that was but for a while. Not long, 
me? yr long; pſha, I was not in my own Power then. An 
o bepem rphan, and this Fellow was my Guardian; ay, ay, I. 
thou ons glad to conſent to that, Man, to come to London. 

e had the Diſpoſal of me then. If 1 had not agreed to 
t, Brothet Hat, I might have been bound Prentice to a Felt- 
Y our Seeker in Shrewsbury; this Fellow would have bound me 
Servant tollif a Maker of Felts. 

n for yet Vil. *Sheart, and better than to be bound to a Ma- 
s scut fuer of Fops; where, I ſuppoſe, you have ſerv'd your 
> courij me; and now you may ſet up for your ſelf. 

Mar. Tou intend to travel, Sir, as I'm inform'd. 
ch Offene Sir il. Belike I may, Madam. I may chance to fail 
g. not n the ſalt Seas, if my Mind bold. 
ur Een Tu. And the Wind ſerve, 

Sir Mil. Serve or not ſerve, 1 ſhan't ask Licence of you, 
may be or the Weather-Cock your Companion. I direct 
1 tell you? Diſcourſe to the Lady, Sir; Tis like my Aunt may 
You think” < told you, Madam Yes, I have ſetil'd my 
- Brothenocerns, I may fay now, and am minded to fee Fo- 
ike a C sa Parts. If any how that the Peace holds, whereby 
is not in" is Tax25abate. a 


Mar. 


5 


— 
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Mar. I thought you had deſign'd for France at all jt 
yentures. | 

Sir Mil. I can't tell that; tis like I may, and tis}: 
I may not. I am ſomewhat dainty in making a Re 
tion. becauſe when I make it I keepit. I don't u 
Chill I, Chall I, then; if I ſay't, I'll do it: But 1 b 
Thoughts to tarry a ſmall Matter in Town, to learn ſony 
what of your Lingo firſt, before I croſs the Seas. Id v1. 
ly have a ſpice of your French as they ſay, whereby if 
hold Diſcourſe in Foreign Countries. / 

Mar. Here's an Academy in Town for that uſe. 

Sir Wil. There is ? 'Tis ke there may. 

Mar. No Doubt you will return very much improy' 

Wit. Yes, refin'd like a Dutch Skipper from a What 
Hſhing. | 


SCENE XVI. 
(To them) Lady Wiſhfort, and Fainall, 

Lady Wiſh. Nephew, you are welcome. 

Sir WA. Aunt your Servant. 

Fain. Sir Milfull your moſt faithful Servant. 

Sir Wil. Couſin Fainall, give me your Hand. , 

Lady Wiſh. Couſin Witwoud, your Servant; Mr. iſ 
tulant, your Servant Nephew, you are wh. 
come again. Will you drink any Thing after your Jou 
ney, Nephew, before you eat? Dinner's almoſt rea 


ou 

Sir Will. 'm very well I thank you, Aunt.— Howl Stag 

ever I thank you for your courteous Offer, Shen Wh, He 
Was afraid you wou'd have been in the Faſhion too,: 

have remember'd to have forgot your Relations. Her za 


your Couſin Tony, belike, I mayn't call him Brother f 
fear of Offence. 2 
Lady Wiſh. O he's a Rallier Nephew-——- My Con 
ſin's a Wit: And your great Wits always rally their bef 
Friends to chuſe. When you have been abroad, Ne 
phew, you'll underſtand Rallery better. 

| (Fain. and Mrs. Marwoud tall apart 
Sir Wil. Why then let bim hold his Tongue in Us 
mean Time ; and rail when that Day comes. 


SCENI 


TT 
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at all 1 SCENE XVII. 
(To them) Mincing. 

d ris) Minc. Mem, Iam come toacquaint your Ladyſhip that 
a Rel WWjnner is impatient. 

on't u Sir il. Impatient ? Why then belike it won't ſtay till 
ut 1 pull off my Boots, Sweet heart, can you help me to 
an ſon pair of Slippers? —-— My Man's with bis Horſes, 

1'd eG warrant. 
hereby Lady Wi. Fie, fie, Nephew, you wou'd not pull off 


dur Boots here Go down into the Hall-— Dinner ſhall 
iy for you - My Nephew's a little unbred, you'll par- 
a him, Madam, — Gentlemen, will you walk? Mar- 
ood. 

Mar. TIl follow you, Madam, — Before Sir iu 


$ 1cady. 
5 SCENE XVIII. 

. 1 Mrs. Marweod, Fainall. 

8 Fain. Why then Foible's a Bawd, an Errant, Rank, 

S!:tch-making Bawd, AndI it ſeems am a Husband, a 

Rink Hasband; and my Wife a very Errant, Rank-Wife, 


uſe, f 


Improv 
a White 


7 


. 


d. a in the Way of the World. Sdeath! to be a Cuck- 
; Mr. by Anticipation, a Cuckold in Embrio? Sure | was 
1 are we em with budding Antlers like a young Satyr, ora Citi- 
our Joun's Child. *Sdeath ! to be out-witted, to be out-jilted 
10ſt rea out matrimony'd, — If I had kept my Speed like 
m—_ 0 Stag, were ſomewhat —- but to crawl after, with 
Shen Wy Horns like a Snail, and be outſtripp'd by my Wife 

n too, 2 tis ſcurvy Wedlock. 
ns. Heeg Altar. Then ſhake it off; you have often wiſh'd for 
rother fad Opportunity 10 part; and cow you have it. 
Wt fit prevent their Plot, -— the half of Millamant's 
- My Coofortune is too conſiderable to be parted with, to a Foe, to 

their bell; 4-11. 

road, Ne rain Damn him, that had been mine — had you 
dt made that fond Diſcovery — That had been for- 
talk a1" Bitcd, had they been married. My Wife had added 


zue in gude to my Horns, by that Encreaſe of Fortune. I 

ud have worn 'em tipt with Gold, tho' my Forehead 

d been furniſh'd like a Deputy Lieutenant's Hall. 

Mar. They may prove a Cut of Maintenance to you 

Id, if you can away with your Wite. And ſhe's ne 
TMs C worſe 


3CENI 


* 


Ln 
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worſe than. when you had her — I dare fwear ſhe h 
given up her Game, before ſhe was marry'd. 
' Fain Hum! That may be — 

Mar. You married her to keep you; and if you 
contrive to have her keep you better than you expcdg 
why ſhou'd you not keep her longer than you intends; 

Fain. The Means, the means. 
Mar. Diſcover to my Lady your Wife's Condus, 
tbreaten to part with her My Lady loves her,: 
will come to any Compoſition to fave her Reputataſ 
Take the Opportunity of breaking it, juſt upon the Di 
covery of this Impoftare. My Lady will be en 
beyond Bounds, and facritice Niece, and Fortune, ou 
at that Conjuncture. And let me alone to keep lf 
warm; if ſhe ſhouid flag in her Part, 1 will note! 
to prompt her, 

Fain. Faith. this has an Appearance. 

Mar. V'm ſorry I hinted to my Lady to endeavour Wl 
Match between Millamant and Sir Wilfel that may 
an Obſtacle. f | 

Fain. O for that Matter leave me to manage him; lt 
diſable him for that, he will drink like a Dane, a 
Dinner. I'll ſet his Hand in. | 

Mar. Well, how do you ſtand affected tovrards yo 
Lady? ö 

Fain. Why faith l'm thinking of it. Let me 
lam married already; fo that's over — it be 
My Wife has play d the Jade with me — Well, thi 
over too — I never lov'd her, or if I had, why tf 


wWou' d have been over too by this Time —-- Je ouꝙ ee Be 
her I cannot be, for I am certain; fo there's an cnd Maity. 
Jealouſy. Weary of her I am and ſhall be Moe, ! 
there's no end of that; No, no, that were too much ee It 
hope. Thus far concerning my Repoſe. Now on M. 


my Reputation, — As to my own, I married not f 
it; ſo that's out of the Queſtion, And as to my E. All 
in my Wife's — Why ſhe has parted with her's H The 
fore; fo bringing none to me, ſhe can take none tro 

me; tis againſt all Rule of Play, that I ſhould loſe to ot 
who has not wherewithal to ſtake. 


: * 
: F 
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Mar. Beſides you forget, Marriage is honourable. 
Fain. Hum! faith and that's well thought on; Mar- 
Wage is honourable, as you fay ; and if io, wherefore 
ould Cuckoldom be a Diſcredit, being derived from 
> honourable a Root? 

= Mar. Nay I know not; if the Reot be Honourable, 
y not the Branches? | 

$ Faiz. So, {o, why this Points clear. — Well, how 
Jo we proceed? 

eputato Mr. I will contrive a Letter which ſhall be deliver'd 
n the DW my Lady, at the Time when that Raſcal who is to act 
e cn: Wir Rowland is with her. It ſhall come as from an un- 
aon Hand 


fl 
* ſhe by : 


you ex 
Xpedte 
ntendel 


Condud: 
her, at 


ne, 21d: for the leſs I appear to know of 
keep e Truth, the better I can play the Incendiary. Beſides, 
11 no: i wou'd not have Foible provok'd if I could help it. 
Wccauſe you know fhe knows {ſome Paſſages — NayT 


© pect all will come out But let the Mine be ſprung 
1deavour rst, and then I care not if I am diſcover'd. 

at may Fain. If the worſt come to the worſt, < - I'll turn 
Wife to Graſs.— I have already a Deed of Settlement 
him ; f the beſt Part of her Eſtate; which I wheed!'d out of 
baue, aner; and that you ſhall partake at laſt. 

Mar. IJ hope you are convinc'd that I hate Mirabell 
w: You'll be no more Jealous? 


vrards yo ; 
Fain, Jealous, no, — by this Kiſs — let Husbands be 


Let me: N lous; but let the Lover ſtill believe: Or if he doubt, 
er -F be only to endear his Pleaſure, and prepare the Joy 
Well, the follows, when he proves his Miſtreſs true. But let 


| why Hoasbands Doubts convert to endle(s Jealouſy ; or if they 
Je ou ee Belief, let it corrupt to Superſtition, and blind Cre- 


5 an cod lity. I am ſingle, and will herd no more with 'em. 

Mie, 1 wear the Badge, but I' difown the Order. And 

do much ee 1 take my leave of 'em, I care not if I leave a com- 
Now on Motto to their common Creſt. 


ried not i 05-316; 
s to my All Husbands muſt, or Pain, or Shame endures : 
th her's k The Wiſe too jealous are, Fools too ſecure, f 

e none ito 

d loſe to 0! * 
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ACT IV. SCENE ' I. 
(SCENE continues.) 
Lady Wiſhfort and Foible. 


Lady Wiſh. 15 Sir Rowland coming, ſay'ſt thou, Fi 
ble ? and are Things in Order? 

Foi. Yes, Madam, I have put Wax-lights in the Scori 
ces, and plac'd the Footmen in a Row in the Hal, 
their beſt Liveries, with the Coachman and Poſtilion ty 
fill up the Equipage. 

Lady Wiſh. Have you pulvill'd the Coachman ant 
Poſtilion, that they may not ſtink of the Stable, whe 
Sir Rowland comes by ? 

Foi. Yes, Madam. 

Lady Wiſh. And are the Dancers and the Muſick rea 
that he may be entertain'd in all Points with Correipor 
dence to his Paſſion ? j 

Foz. All is ready, Madam. . 

Lady Wiſh. And — vwell.— and how do l look, Foiαιι 

Foi. Moſt killing well, Madam. 

Lady Wiſh. Well, and how ſhall I receive him? IF 
what Figure ſhall I give his Heart the firſt Impreſſion WM 
There is a great deal in the firſt Impreſſion. Shall IH 
Nol won't fit --.... I'll walk ay] 
walk from the Door upon his Entrance, and then tu 
full upon him— No, that will be too ſudden. 1! lye 
ay, Phi1ye down I'll receive him in my little Drefli think 
Room. There's a Couch -——— Yes, yes, I'll give t 
firſt Impreſſion on a Couch — I won't lye neither, 
loll and lean upon one Elbow; with one Foot alittle dit 
gling off, jogging in a thoughtful Way -— Yes 
and then as ſoon as he appears, ſtart, ay, ſtart and be ſu 
priz'd, and riſe to meet him in a pretty Diſorder 
Yes —— O, nothing is more alluring than a Lew 
from a Couch in ſuch Confuſion . It ſhews 
Foot to Advantage, and furniſhes with Bluſhes, and 1 
compoſing Airs beyond Compariſon, Hark! There? 
Coach. | fi 


b 


— , a2 
\? + PI 
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oi. Tis he, Madam. 5 
Lady Wiſh O dear, has my Nephew made his Addreſ- 
to Millamant? I order'd him. 
roi. Sir Milful is ſet in to Drinking, Madam, in the 
arlour. 
Lady Wiſh. Ods my Lite, I'll ſend him to her. Call 
down, Foible ; bring her hither, I'll ſend him as 1 
7 When they are together, then come to me, 
ible, that I may not be too long along with Sir Rowland. 
SCENE II. 

the Sc Mrs. Millamant, Mrs. Fainall, Foible. 
ic Hal, r Poi. Madam, I ſtay'd here, to tell your Lady ſhip that 
oftilion r. Mirabel has waited this half Hour for an Oppor- 
nity to talk with you. Tho' my Lady's Orders were 
leave you and Sir Wilful together. Shall I tell Mr. 
Mirabell that you are at Leiſure ? 
Mil. No — what would the dear Man have? I am 
Woughtful, and wou d amuſe my ſelf. Bid him 
@me another time. 
Y Tiere never yet was Woman made, 
Nor ſhall, but to be curs'd, 
[ Repeating and walking about. 


hou, Fi 


man 1 
le, whet 


ack ready 
zorrei pou 
That's hard! 

Mis. Faiz, You are very fond of Sir John Suckling to- 


ok, Foibl. 


him? 1488) Milla mant, and the Poets. 
npreſſion We Mil, He? Ay, and filthy Verſes fo Jam. 
Shall IH Fei. Sir Ku is coming, Madam. Shall I ſend Mr. 


Sr abell away? 


1 then u . Ay, if you pleaſe, Foible, ſend him away. 

Ihe r ſend him hither, — juſt as you will, dear Foible.—— - 
le DreſſngſWebink N ſee him Shall I ? Ay, let the Wietch 4 
1] give time. f 


Thyrſis, a Youth of the inſpir'd Train. 


eit er, be 1 4 a» 4 9 
a litile du (Repeat ig. 


Ves ar Fainall, entertain Sir Witful — Thou haſt Ih. vi i 
and be uophy to undergo a Fool, thou art marry'd and halt, 
order ence — I would confer with my own Thoughts, *? 7 4 2 
n a Lei I's. Fain. I am oblig'd to you, that you would make * 8 
» ſhews 348 Your Proxy in this Affair; but I have Buſineſs of my "— 


Q, 


es, and ie 
Theres 
Fi 


oF Bp SCENE 


o 


- 7 
A * 


— 


wo © 


—_ . "Preſs me no more for that ſlight Toy. 


0 
A 


"x 
3 
-& 

_—. 

_—— 


this? — Nay, now a* has ſeen me too — Covu'in, | 


inchanted 


; 4 


8 

* 
"4 . 

= 
x8 


= Sir i. Yes — your Servant. No Offence, I hopt 


* 


The Way of the World. 


SCENE III. 
(To them) Sir Wilful. 
Mrs, Fain. O Sir Wilful; you are come at the critic; 
Inſtant. There's your Miſtreſ, up to the Ears in Lovcar 
Contemplation ; purſuz your Point, now or never. 
Sir il. Yes; my Aunt will have it ſo, -—'I woul 
gladly have been encourag'd with a Bottle or two be- 
cauſe I'm ſomewhat wary at firſt before Iam acquainte, 
— But hope, after a Time, I ſhall break my Mind — 
that is upon further Acquaintance ———— $o for th: 
preſent, Couſin, I'll take my Leave — If fo be you! 
be ſo kind to make my Excuſe, 11! return to my Com. 


pany” 
(This while Milla. walks about reprating to her fel 
Mrs. Fain. O ſie, Sir Milſul! what, you muſt not be 
daunted. 

Sir il. Daunted, no, that's not it, it is not ſo much 
for that -— for if fo be that I ſet on't, I'll do't. But 
only for the preſent, tis ſufficient *till further Acquiin- 
tance, that's all — your Servant. 

Mrs. Fain. Nay, I'll ſwear you ſhall never loſe fo ti 
yourable an Opportunity, if I can help it. I'II leave 
you together, and lock the Door. | 

SCTENSE IV. 
Sir Wilful, Millamant. . 

Sir Wil. Nay, nay, Coufin, —— I have forgot my 
Gloves, —— What d'ye do? *Sheart a'has lock'd the 
Door indeed, — I think — Nay, Couſin Faina! 
open the Door. -- Pſhaw, what a Vixen Trick 


made bold to paſs thro? as it were ] think this Docs 


Milla. (repeating) 
Tpr'ythee ſpare me, gentle Boy, 


Sir Wil. Anan? Coulin, your Servant. 
* Mill... That fooliſh Trifle of a Heart 
=Sir Wilful ! 


Fg 


Couſin. 
co. 1 
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Milla, (repeating) | 


x I ſmear it will not do its Part, 
W 7h thou doſt thine, employ ſt thy Power and Art, 


e critici 


Loved . tural, caſy Suckling! 

ver. ir il. Anan? Swuckling? No ſuch Suckling neither, 

1 wou aufn, nor Stripling : I thank Heaven, I'm no Minor, 

two be.. Ah Ruſtick, ruder than Gothick. 

quaintce, Sr il. Well, well, I ſhall underſtand your Lingo one 

Mind thee Days, Couſin, in the mean while I muſt anſwer 

> for tl: plain Engliſh. 

be you . Have you any Buſineſs with me, Sir Wilful ? | 

ny Com- Sir il. Not at preſent, Couſin, — Yes, I made 
id to ſee, to come and know if that how you were 

ro hey (1 pos d to fetch a Walk this Evening, if ſo be that I 

ſt not be ght not be troubleſome, I would haye ſought a Walk 
Ih you. f 

ſo mu Mil. A Walk ? What then? 

o't. zu Sir il. Nay nothing — Only for the Walk's Sake 

Acquait- at's al 


Mil. I nauſeate walking; 'tis a Country Diverſion; I 
ofe ſo f. Heth the Country and every Thing that relates to it. 
PII leu Sir Wil. Indeed! Hah! Look ye, look ye, you do? 
| lay, *tis like you may Here are Choice of Paſtimes 
Ne i Town, as Plays and the like, that muſt be confeſs d 
forgot m M. 4b P etourdie! 1 hate the Town too. 1 
lock'd tte Sir il. Dear Heart, that's much — Hah! that 
n Fainal eu ſhould hate 'em both! Hah ! 'tis like you may; Mi 
\ Trick ere are ſome can't reliſh the Town, and others cant 
Coulin, Va with the Country,. tis like you may be 


” 
£ * 


fy . 
his Doo Mae of thoſe, Couſin. => 
Mil. Ha, ha, ha. Yes, *tis like I may r 


ut ſpare to ſpeak and ſpare to ſpeed, as they ſay. 
ce, 1 hope Nl. If it is of no great Importance, Sir Wilful, 
il oblige me to leave you: 1 have juſt now a little 


— — — 
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Sir Wil. Enough, enough, Couſin: Yes. yes, all, 
caſe —— When you're diſpos'd. - Now's as well as an 
ther Time; and another Time as well as now. Al; 
one for that — Yes, yes, if your Concerns call yo, 
there's no haſte; it will keep cold, as they ſay -!! 1 |c: 
Couſin, your Servant. I think this Door's lock pati. 
Mil. You may go this way, Sir. Wy mo 
Sir Wil. Your Servant, then with your leave I'll ret Number 
to my Company. can't c 
Mil. Ay, ay ; ha, ha, ha. W ir abell, 
Like Phæbus ſung the no leſs am*rons Boy. Mira. 
SCENE V. Mil. . 

Millamant, Mirabell. ve hear 

Mira. Like Daphne ſhe, as lovely and as coy. kitive] 
Do you lock yourſelf up trom me, to make my Sera Aira 
more eurious? Or is this pretty Artifice contriv'd. 1M ail. / 
fignify that here the Chace muſt end, and my Purſuit re, S: 
be crown'd, for you can fly no further? which 
Mil. Vanity! No — I'll fly and be follow'd to the h fa 
Moment, tho' I am upon the very Verge of Matrimony, We famili 
J expe& you ſhould ſollicit me as much as if I were . er an 


Mirs. 
ll you 
er ti 
Mil. | 


vering at the Grate of a Monaſtery, with one Foot over it $w:4 

the Threſhold. I'll be ſollicited to the very laſt, ere; A 

05 g 5 3 and afterwards. bo Fo were 

1 Mira. What, after the laſt ? one a 
—_ Mi. O, I ſhould think I was poor and had nothing to t go te 
_— beſtow, if I were reduc'd to an inglorious Eaſe ; and ell bred 


reat vw 


I! 
alt. 


1 free from the agreeable Fatigues of Solicitation. 
i} » Mira. But do not you know, that when Fayours are 
U , 


i, upon inſtant and tedious Sollicitations, that they diminiſh WW Mira. 
——=— thcir Value, and that both the Giver loſes che Grace, atd Nerto yo 
ee Rcccivcr leſſens his Pleaſure ? | Mil. J 

—_— 4. I my be in Things of common Application; to a: 
eee never ſure in Love. O, | hate a Lover, that can dare etters, 
—_— think he draws a Moment's Air, independent on the t; to 
—Zounty of his Miſtreſs, There is not ſo impudent « {With reg: 
"% ging in Nature, as the ſawcy look of an aſſured Man, Non me 
ent of Succeſs. The Pedantick Arrogance of a Hey are 

SE Husband, bas not fo pragmatical an Air. Ah ! I Pol,, be 
ST marry, unlcs ] am firſt made ſure of my Will and aner w 
'" out | 


i. Fleaſure. 
3 « RY Mira 


” 
* 
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Mira. Would you have em both before Marriege? Or 


ill you be contented with the firſt now, and ſtay for the 
er till after Grace? 


, 0b. 
as ans 
7. Al 


all %. Ah don't be impertinent — My dear Liberty, 
ay -—M&! | leave thee ? My faithful Solitude, my darling Con- 
s lock\M&vplation, muſt I bid you then Adieu? Ay-h adieu 


Wy morning Thoughts, agreeable Wakings, indolent 
Wumbers, ye douceurs, ye Sommelis du Matin, adieu —- 
c't do't, 'tis more than impoſſible — — Poſitively 
irabell, I'll lye a-bed in a Morning as long as I pleaſe. 
Mira. Then Ii] get up in a Morning as _ as 1 pleaſe. 
Mil. Ah! Idle Creature, get up woo you will And 
ye hear, I won't be call'd Names after I'm marry'd; 
litively I won't be cal'd Names. 
a Names! 
Mil. Ay, as Wife, Spouſe, my Dear, Joy, Jewel, 
Purſut re, Sweet- heart, and the reſt of that nauſeous Cant, 
5 which Men and their Wives are ſo fulſomly familiar 
the htl (all never bear that — Good Mirabell, don't let us 
rimony, MK familiar or fond, nor kiſs before Folks, like m Lady 
ere ver and Sir Francis: Nor go to Hide-Park together the 
ot over ¶ t Sunday in a new Chariot, to provoke Eyes and Whi- 
aſt, ers; And then never be ſeen there together again; as if 
fe were proud of one another the firſt Week, and aſham'd: 
one another ever after. Let us never viſit tagether 


Il return 


LOT" 


y Search 
iv'd. t0 


thing to {Wor $0 to a Play together, butlet us be very ſtrange, and | 
ſe ; and Hell bred; Let us be as ſtrange as if we had been marry'd. 5 
. reat while, and as well bred as if we were not marry'd: 3 
ours arc . | 1 
iminiſh Mira. Have you any more Conditions to offer? Hi- 


ace, aud {Werto your Demands are pretty reaſonable. 
| Mil. Trifles, — — As Liberty to pay and receive Vi- 

cation; to and from whom I pleaſe ; to write and receive 4 
can date etters, without Interrogatories or wry Faces on you 
on the et; to wear what | pleaſe and chuſe Converſation: 
udent 4 {With regard only to my own taſte; to have no Obligation; 
ed Man, Non me to converſe with Wits that I don't like, becauſe... * 
ice of a ey are your Acquaintance; or to be intimate W1 
Ah ! Ils, becauſe they may be your Relations. Come to» 
Vl and aner when I pleaſe, dine in my dreſſing-Room when -Y 
| WM out of Humour, without giving a Reaſon, To. 4 
Mira Cs have: 7 


* 4 * 9 
7 4 AB * 
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have my Cloſet inviolate; to be ſole Empreſs of my Tx 
Table, which you muſt never preſume to approx 


without firſt asking leave. And laſtly, where-cr if 
oor before yl 


am, you ſhall always knock at the 
come in. Theſe Articles ſubſcrib'd, if I continue 
endure you a little longer, I may by degrees dwin: 
into a Wife. 

Mira. Your Bill of Fare is ſomething advanc d in 
latter Account. Well, have | Liberty to offer Condiuio 
— That when you are dwindled into a Wife, | mn: 
not be beyond Meaſure enlarg'd in a Husband ? | 


Mil. You have free leave, propoſe your utmoſt, ſpe 


and ſpare not. 

Mira. I thank you. Imprimis then, I covenant . 
your Acquaintance be general; that you admit no { 
Confident, or Intimate of your own Sex: No ſhe Frie 
to skreen her Affairs under your Countenance, and tem; 
— to make Trial of a mutual Secreſie. No Deco 

uck to wheedle you a Fop-ſcrambling to the Play in 
Mask -—---- —— Then bring you Home in a pretend: 
Fright, when you think you ſhall be found out —-- {; 
rail at me for miſſing the Play, and diſappointing the Tre 
lick which you had to pick me up and prove my Cc: 
Nancy. | 

Mil. Deteſtable Imprimis! I go to the Play in a Mac 

Mira. Item, I article, that you continue to like 50 
own Face, as long as I ſhall: And while it paſſes curir 
with me, that you endeavour not to new coin it. 1 


which End. together with all Vizards for the Day, I pro 


Hibit all Masks for the Night, made of oil'd-skins and 
know not what---- Hog's Bones, Hare's Gall, Pig Ware 
and the Marrow of aroaſted Cat. In ſhort, 1 forbid: 


Commerce with the Gentlewoman in Hat ve call! 


Court. Item I ſhut my Doors againſt all Bawds wit 


Baskets, and Penny-wo'ths of China, Fans, Atlaſ! 


Ke. tem, when you ſhall be Breeding 
Mil. Ah! name it not. 


Mita. Which may be preſum'd, with a Bleſſing « 


dur Endea vours - 
Mil. Odious Endeavours! 


inna. 
2 
for Cl 
J allo 
Thing 
and. 
Mil 
toalt | 
Mir 
on the 
the ſe; 
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my de Mira. I denounce againſt all ſtrait Lacing, ſqueezing 
| approxilor a Shape, till you mould my Boy's Head like a Sugar- 
ere-cver ioaf; and inſtead of a Man Child, make me Father to a 
efore yolrooked-Billet. Laſtly, to the Dominion of the Tea-Ta- 
ontinue el ſubmit — —- But with Proviſo, that you exceed not 
s dvwin:Wr your Province; but reſtrain your ſelf to native and ſim- 


e Tea-Table Drinks, as Tea, Chocolate and Coffee. As 
Wikewiſe to genuine and authoriz'd Tea-Table Talk 
Puch as mending of Faſſions, ſpoiling of Reputations, 
ailing at abſent Friends, and fo forth — But that on 
Wo Account you encroxch upon the Mens Prerogative, 
2nd preſume to drink Healths, or toaſt Fellows; for 
Prevention of which, 1 baniſh all Foreign Forces, all Aux- 


ic d ini 
Condi! 
fe, I m: 
| 
oſt, ſp 4 


enant th; 
no {wor 


ſhe FrieRatafia, and the moſt noble Spirit of Clary But 

and tem for Conſtip- Wine, Poppy-IWater, and all Dormitives, thoſe 

o Deco I allow. Theſe Proviſo's admitted, in other 

Play in yg I may prove a tractable and complying Hus- 
treten band. 

— Mil. O horrid Proviſo's! filthy ſtrong- Waters! I 

g the e toaſt Fellows, odious Men! I hate your odious Proviſo's. 


my C Mira. Then we're agreed. Shall I kiſs your Hand up- 

on the Contract? And here comes one to be a Witneſs ta 
n 2 Muc ſealing of the Deed. 
like vo SCENE VI. 
es cunn (Tv them) Mrs. Fainall. | 
nit. 1 Mil. Fainall, what fhall I do? ſhall 1 have him? I 1 
ay, IproWthink 1 muſt have him. 4 


kins and Mrs, Fain. Ay, ay, take him, take him ; what ſhou'd 
Pig Ware you do? 
forbid: Mil. Well then I'll take my Death I'm in a 
Pye cal borrid Fright Fainall, 1 ſhall never ſay it 
ds wil Well. —I think — Il] endure you. 
„ Atlaſi Mrs. Fain Fy, fy, have him, have him, and tell him 

1 in plain Terms; For I am ſure you haye a Mind to 

im. ̃ J 

leſſing i Mil. Are you? I think 1 haye — and the horrid N 
Man looks as if he thought ſo too — Well, you ridi- 
Fulous Thing you, I'll haye you— I won't be kiſs d, b 


Min Ne 
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nor I won't be thank'd — Here kiſs my Hand tho 
So, hold your Tvogus now, don't ſay a Word. 

Mrs. Fain. Mirabell, there's a Neceſſity for your Os, 
dience ; — You have neither Time to talk nor ſtay. My 
Mother is coming; and in my Conſcience if ſhe ſhou't 
ſee you, wou'd fall into Fits, and may be not recoys, 
time enough to return to Sir Rowland; who, as Foil, 
tells me, is in a fair Way to ſucceed. Therefore ſpar 


4 


and. þ 


Wi. 


uld n 


ing at 


ii. 
Neid be 
ak? 


our Ecſtacies for another Occaſion, and flip down the Pets. 
K Stairs, where Foible waits to conſult you. ge, dea 
Mil. Ay, go, go. In the mean time I ſuppoſe jou piss 


it. 
(imo 
ou art 
Cs Pts, 

u. 
emnan 
t 
ker 
P. u. 


dave ſaid E pleaſe me. 
Mira. I am all Obedience. 
— SCENE VII. 
Millamant, Mrs. Fainall. 
Mrs. Fain.. Yonder Sir Wilful's drunk; and ſo noiſe 
that my Mother has been forc'd to leave Sir Rowland to 
appeaſe him ; but he anſwers her only with Singing and 
Drinking — What they may have done by this Time! 
know not; but Petulant and he were upon quarrelling a 


I came by. P, and 
Mil. Well, if Mirabell ſhould not make a good Hus. NA Ge 
band, I am a loſt Thing; for I find I love him violently. Hit. 
Mrs. Fain. So it ſeems ; for you mind not what's ſud that. 
to you. If you doubt him you had beſt take uy Fetu. 
with Sir Wilful. we k 
Mil. How can you name that ſuperannuated Lubber ? Nation, 


diſh. 

Mil. B 
Pets 
en a Q 
Wi. 1 
e exp 
Ears | 
Petu.” \ 
(il, N 
Pet, 1 
nters e 
e, W 
| ſhall 
Fact 


fob ! 
| SCENE VIII. 
| (To them) Witwoud from drinking. 

Mrs. Fain. So, is the Fray made up, that you have 
left em? 

Wit. Left' em? I could ſtay no longer — have laugh'd 
like ten Chriſtnings — 1 am tipſie with laughing 
If I had ftay'd any longer I ſhould have burſt, I muſt 
have been let out and piec'd in the Sides like an unſiz d 

Camlet — Yes, yes, the Fray is compos'd; my Lady 
came in like a Noli proſequi, and ſtopt the Proceedings. 
Mil. What was the diſpute ? 


Wit, 
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it, That's the Jeſt ; there was no Diſpute. They 
ald neither of em ſpeak for Rage; and fo fell aput- 
ing at one another like too roalting Apples. 


SCENE IX. 
(To them) Petulant Drun'. 


inn. Now Petulant ? all's over, all's well? Gad my 
id begins to whim it about — Why doſt thou not 
ak? thou art both as drunk and as mute as a Fiſh. 
Peru. Look you, Mrs. Millamant -— if you can love 
ge, dear Nymph — fay it - and that's the Concluſion 
& p:{s on or paſs off. — that's all. 

a. Thou haſt utter'd Volumes. Folios, in leſs than 
timo Sexto, my dear Lacedemonian. Sirrah, Perulant, 
ou art an Epitomizer of Words. 

Petu. Nitwoud — You art an Annihilator of Senſe. 
nu. Thou art a Retailer of Phraſes; and doſt deal in 
Emnants of Remnants, like a Maker of Pincuſhions 
— thou art in truth (metaphorically ſpeaking) a 


Aker of Short-hand. 
P.. Thou. art (without a Figure” juſt one half of an 


P, and Baldwin yonder, thy half Brother is the reſt 
-A Gemini of Aſics ſplit, would make juſt four of you. 
Hit. Thou doſt bite, my dear Muſtard- ſeed; k ils me 
r that. 

Petu. Stand of — l' kiſs no more Males, —- 


we kiſs'd your Twi: yonder ina Humour of Recon- 


ation, *cill he (hiccup) riſes upon my Stomach like a 


diſh. 


Mil. Eh! filthy Creature—what was the Quarrel? 
Pay There was no Quatre! — there might have 
en a Quarrel. 

Wit, If there had been Words enough between 'em to 


e expreſs'd Provocation, they had gone together by 
Ears like a Pair of Caſtanets. 

eu.” You were the Quarrel. 

lil. Me! | 


et, If 1 have a Humour to quarrel, I can make leſs 4 


ters conclude Premiſes, — If you are not hand- 


ne, what then; If | have a Humour to prove iti 
| ſhall have my Reward, ſay ſo; if not, fight for 


Face the next Time your ſelf .— I'll go fleep. 
| Wit. 


— 
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Wit. Do, wrap thy ſelf up like a Woodlouſe, and d 


Revenge — And hear me, if thou canſt learn to will 
by Ho- morrow Morning, pen me a Challenge — 
carry it for thee. 
Petu Carry your Miſtreſſes Monkey a Spider, — 
go flea Dogs, and read Romances — I'll go to Be 
my Maid. 
Mrs. Fain, He's horridly drunk — how came you; 
in this Pickle ? 
Wit. A Plot, a Plot, to get rid of the Knight, 
Your Husband's Advice; but he ſneaks off, 
SCENTE-X. 
Sir Wiiful Drunk, Lady Wiſhfort, Widwoud, M. 
mant Mrs. Fainall. 
Lady Wiſh. Out upon't, out upon't! at Years of I: 
cretion, and comport yourſelf at this Rantipole rate! 
Sir Wil. No Offence, Aunt, 


he Su 


ra” YC 


Lady Wiſh. Offence? As I'ma Perſon, I'm a01rllY atipod 
of you — Fogh'! how you ftink of Wine! D'ye th t top! 
my Niece will ever endure ſuch a Borachio! you're ind u 
abſolute Borachio. Mat- 

Sir il. Borachio! == 

Lady ib. Ara Time when you ſhou'd comme end let 
an Amour, and put your beſt Foot foremoſt . Den O 
Sir Wil. Sheart, an you grutch me your Liqui lonths 


make a Bill — give me more Drink, and take my PH Mil. 


| ri 

Sings. Pr'ythee fill me the Glaſs F ſhall | 
Tl i: laugh in my Face. 

With Ale that is potent and mellow; | Lady 

He that whines for a Laſs Lady 

Is an ignorant Aſs Ind his! 

For a Bumper has not its Fellow, Wvith h. 

thee go 


Daracen: 
ot fit 
east!) 


But if you wou'd have me marry my Couſin, 
fay the Word, and l' do't — Milful will do't, tb 
the Word. ilful will do't, that's my Creſt 


my Motto I have forgot. Si [4 
Lady ih My Nephew's a little overtaken, CovigWnh1els 
but tis with drinking your Healt]; Our 2; 


nt, N 


Word, you are oblig'd to him 


ud, M. 


ars of D; 
le rate! 


m aſhan 


Y ye the 
you're? 


uſin, 


do't, that 
Creſt— | 


en, Cov 
— () 1 


95 Dead let her look to't; if ſhe has not, let her keep her 


lonths End. 
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sir Til. Ts Vino Veritas, Aunt: - TIF I drunk your 
al;h To-day, Couſin, — Iam a Borachio. But if you 
ye a mind to be marry'd, ſay the Word, and ſend for 
e Piper, Wilful will do't. If not, duſt it away, and 
's have t'other Round -— Tony, Ods-heart where's 
ny Tony's an honeſt Fellow, but he ſpits 
er a Bumper, and that's a Fault. 


Sings. IWelL drink and we'll never ha” done, Boys, 
Put the Glaſs then around with the Sun, Boys, 
Let Apolio's Example invite us; 
For he's drunk ev'ry Night. 
And that makes him ſo bright, 
Tat he's able next Moraing to light us. 


_ > * [ TH 2 1 * 1 7 ion a 
W rr 


be Sun's a good Pimple, an honeſt Soaker, he has a Cel. 
&r a your Antipodes. If I travel, Aunt, I touch at your 
Wutibodes — — your Antipodes are a good raſcally fort 
bt topſy-turyy Fellows -—--— If I had a Bumper I'd 

ind upon my Head and drink a Health to em — 
Match or no Match, Couſin, with the hard Name 
—— Aunt, ful will do't. If ſhe has her Maiden- 


wn Counſel in the mean time, and cry out at the nine 


Mil. Your Pardon, Madam, I can ſtay no longer 
$'r Vilſul grows very powerful. Egh! how he ſmells ! 
J ſhall be overcome if I ſtay. Come, Couſin. 

: SCENE XI. 

| Lady Wiſhfort, Sir Wiltul, Mr. Witwoud, Foible. 
Lady Wiſh. Smells! He wou'd poiſona Tallow-Chandler 
and his Family. Bcaſtly Creature, I know not what to do 
with him. — --. Travel quoth a; ay travel, travel, get 
hee gone, get thee gone get thee but far enough. to the 
Faracens, or the Tartars, or the Turks for thou art 
ot fit to live in a Chriſtian Common- wealth, thou 
deaſtly Pagan. g 

Sir Wil. Turks no; no Turks. Aunt: Your Turks are 
nh4els, and believe not in the Grape. Your Mahometan, 
our Muſſulman is a dfy Stinkad No Offence, 
\unt, My Map ſays that your Trk is not ſo honeſt a Man 
as 


2 = 
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as your Chriſtian I can't find by the Map that your 
Mufti is Orthodox Whereby it is a plain Cat 
that Orthodox is a hard Word, Aunt, and (Hiccup) Gru 
for Claret. 


Sings. To drink is a Chriſtian Diver ſſon, 

Unknown to the Turk or the Perſian: 
Let Mahometan Fools 
Live by Heatheniſh Rules, 

And be damn'd over Tra- Cuts and Coffee. 
But let Britiſh Lads lng. 
Crown a Health to the King. 

And a Fig for your Sultan and Sophy. 


Ah. Tony! {Foible whiſpers Lady Wiſk fort 

Lady Wiſh. Sir Rowland impatient ? Good-lack ! What 
ſhall I do with this beaſtly Tumbril? Go, lie 
down and fleep, you Sot Or as I'm a perſon I 
have you baſtinado'd with Broom- ſticks, Call up the 
Wenches with Broom-ſticks. 

Sir il. Ahey ? Wenches, where are the Wenches? 

Lady Wiſh. Dear Couſin Witwoud, get him away and 
you will bind me to you inviolably. I have an Affair of 
Moment that invades me with ſome Precipitation 
You will oblige me to all Futurity. 

Wit. Come Knight — Pox on him, I don't know 
what to ſay to him Will you go to a Cock- 
Match? | 
Sir il With a Wench, Day? Ts ſhe a ſhike-bag, 
Sirrah? Let mebite your Cheek for that. 

Mit. Horrible! he has a Breath like a Bag-pipe —— 
Ay, ay, come will you march, my Salop tan? 

Sir Wil. Lead on, little Tony . I'll follow thee my 
Anthony, my Tantony; Sirrah thou ſhalt be my Tanto, 
and [I'll be thy Pig. 


And a Fig for your Sultan and Sophy. 


Lady Wiſh. This will never do. It will never make 
a Match. — At leaſt before he has been abioad. 
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SCENE XII. 
KL Wiſhfort, Waitwell diſgzis'd as for Sir Rowland. 
ay iſh. Dear Sir Rowland, | am confounded with 
onfuſion at the Retroſpection of my own Rudeneſs. 
ire more Pardons to ask than the Pope diſtributes in the 
ar of Jubilee. But! hope where there is likely to be 
near an Alliance, — we may unbend the Severity of 
Decor — and diſpenſe with a little Ceremony. 
nit. My Impatience, Madam, is the Effect of my 
Wranſport ; and *till I have the Poſſeſſion of your 
Worabl: Perſon, I am tantaliz'd on the Reck; and do 
ut hang, Madam, on the Tenter of Expectation. 
E Lily ih. You have Exceſs of Gallantry, Sir Row- 
&:1; and preſs Things to a Concluſion, with a maſt pre- 
Piling Vchemence But a Day or two tur De- 
Eency of Marriage. 
nit. For Decency of Funeral, Madam. The Delay 
Sill break my Heart, — or if that ſhould fail, I ſhall ba 
diſon'd. My Nephew will get an inkling of my De- 
ens, and poiſon me, —- and 1 would willingly ſtarve him 
fore l die — I would gladly go out of the World with 
nt Satisfaction. — That would be ſome Comfort to me, 
I could but live fo long as to be reveng'd on that un- 
tural Viper. 
Lady 17/57). Is he ſo unnatural, ſay you? Truly T would 
pntribute much both to the ſaving of your Life, and 
e Accompliſ:ment of your Revenge — Not that I re- 
ct my ſelf. tho? he has been a perfidious Wretch to me. 
| Wait, Pei fidious to you! 
Lady ih. O Sir Rowland, the Hours that he has dy'd 
may at my Feer, the Tears that he has ſhed, the Oaths 
at he has ſworn, the Palpitations that he has felt; the 
rances and the Tremblings. the Ardors and the Ecſta- 
es, the Kneelings and the Riſings, the Heart-heavings 
d the Hand-gripings, the Pangs and the Pathetick Re- 
* of his proteſting Eyes! Oh no Memory can re- 
er, 
Wait, What, my Rival! Is the Rebel my Rival? 2 
es, 
Lady iſh. No don't kill him at once, Sir Rowland, 
te him gradually Inch by Inch. 


hat Your 
in Cute. 
4p) Great 


Viſt fort. 
c! What 

Go, lie 
erſon !“ 


ll up the 


ches? 
way and 
Affair of 


thee my 
Tantony, 


er make 
102d. 
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IWait. I'Il do't. In three Weeks he ſhall be bare- foot ＋ 
a Month out at Knees with begging an Alms, — he 1" 
ſtarve upward and upward, till he has nothing living hy 
his Head, and then go out in a Stink like a Candle'; fx 
upon a Save-al}, 

Lady Wiſh. Well, Sir Rowland, you have the Way, — 
- You are no Novice in the Labyrinth of Love — 
You have the Clue — — But as I am a Perſon, $ 
Rowland, you mult not attribute my Yielding to m 
ſiniſter Appetite, or Indignation of Widow-hood ; ng 
impute my Complicency to any Lethargy of Continene 


8 D 
l hope you do not think me prone to any Iteraiq 


it. 
gone 
vj. \ 
ter 
Mit. 
tar 
[ nion 
this l 


an 
x th 


of Nuptials. Re 
Wait, Far be it from me ——— Lady | 
Lady IWiſh. If you do, I proteſt 1 muſt recede '' y 
or think that I have made a Proſtitution of Decor 
but in the Vehemence of Compaſſion, ad er 
lave the Life of a Perſon of ſo much Importance _.|M* [ 
Watt. I eſteem it fo —— qu une 
Lady Wiſh. Or elſe you wrong my Condeſcenſion -m) 
Wait. I do not, I do not | Fei. k 
Lady Wiſh. Indeed you do. art ak 
Wait. ] do not, fair Shrine of Virtue. Wart. 
Lady Wiſh. If you think the leaſt Scruple of Carty ns H 
lity was an Ingredient — Nost! 
Wait. Dear Madam, no. You are all Camphire Led 
Frankincenſe, all Chaſtity and Odour. Woot © 
Lady Wiſh. Or that — mak 
SCENE XIII. *I ſce 

(To them) Foible. Lead 

Fol. Madam, the Dancers are ready, and there's e, 
with a Letter, who muſt deliver it into your oi for 
Hands. 5 Ow You 
Lady Wiſh. Sir Rowland, will you give me Leatt a Che 
Think favourably, judge candidly, and conclude yo! Oh F 
have found a Perſon who would ſuffer Racks in H Fel. 
nour's Cauſe, dear Sir Rowland, and will wait on z. 
inceſſantly, Raſca 
Villa 

Lady 
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SCENE XIV. 

| Waitwell, Foible. 

W/ait. Fic, fie! What a Slavery have JI un- 
one!. Spouſe, haſt thou any Cordial, I want Spirits. 
. What a waſhy Rogue art thou, to pant thus far a 
ner of an Hours Lying and Swearing to a fine Lady? 
H it. O, ſhe is the Antidote to Deſire. Spouſe, thou 
W: fare the worſe for't — I ſhall have no Appetite to 


foot 1 
— he ſh 
iv ing by 
adle's Eat 


Way 


1 ſon, d 


g to ion of Nuptials this eight and forty Hours —— 
»0d ; oY this Hand, I'd rather be a Chairman in the Dog - days 
ontiner chan act Sir Rowland *till this Time To-morrow. 


SCENE XV. 
| (To them) Lady Wiſhfort with a Letter. 
Lid! . Call in the Dancers; Sir Rowland, we'll 


* Iteratin 


1 


ecede 


Yecorun e with your Permiſſion, Sir Rowland, I will peruſe 
— 04:8 Letter — I would open it in your Preſence, be- 


e 1 wouldnot make you uneaſy. If it ſhould make 
u uncaſy | would burn it — ſpeak if it dues -- but 
Ju may ſee, the Superſcription is like a Woman's Hand. 
Fei. By Heaven! Mr. Marwood's, I know it.-— My 
ert akes — get it from her ——- (To him. 
Nat. A Woman's Hand? No Madam, that's no Wo- 
Eu's Hand, I fee that aleady. That's ſome Body whoſe 
rot muſt be cut. 


[ance — 


enſion 


of Cum 
mphire a 


make a Return by a frank Communication — You 
I ſce it — we'll open it together look you here. 
Reads. — Madam, tho unknown to yen (Look you 
here's ont 
your o for your Character, that I think my ſelf oblig d to let jou 
0 you are abus'd. He who pretends to be Sir Rowland 
a Cheat and a Raſcal --. | 

Oh Heavens! What's this? 

Fol. Unfortunate! all's ruin'd! | 
Wait. How, how; let me ſee, let me ſee—reading, 
Raſcal and diſguis'd, and ſuborn'd for that Impoſture — 
Villany! O Villany ! By the Contrivance — 

Lady Wiſh, 1 ſhall faint, I ſhall die, ob! 


ie Leave! 
elude you 
ks in Ho- 
it on you 


CEN 


if you pleaſe, and fee the Entertainment. (Dance. 


Lady Wiſh. Nay, Sir Rowland, ſince you give me a 
Woot of your Paſſion by your Jealouſy, I promiſe you 


e, 'tis from no Body that | know.) I have that Ho- 


Foi · f 
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Fol. Say tis your Nephew's Hand. — Quick!y, |; 
Plot, ſwear, ſwear it (( 
Wait. Here's a Villain! Madam! don't you pete 
it, don't you ſee it? 
Lady Wiſh. To well, too well. I have ſeen too mui 
Mait. I told you at firſt I knew the Hand — A wo 
man's Hand? The Raſcal writes a Sort of a large Har, 
your Roman Hand. I faw there was a Throat to 
cut preſently. If he were my Son, as he is my Ni 
phew I'd piſtol him — 
Foi. O Treachery! But are you ſure, Sir Rowland, 
his Wiiting ? 


Wait. Sure? Am There? Do live? do I love i: Er 
Pearl of India? I have twenty Letters in my Pock Th, 
from him, in the ſame Character. Fc 


Lady Wiſh. How! : 
Foi. O what Luck it is, Sir Rowland, that you wer 
pron at this Juncture! This was the Buſineſs thi 


rought Mr. Mirabell diſguis'd to Madam Millamant thi 4 

Afternoon, I thought ſomething was contriving, wha 

he ſtole by me and would have hid his Face. | 
Lady Wiſh. How, how ! — I heard the Villain wi 

in the Houſe indeed, and now I remember, my Nie: 

went away abruptly, when Sir Wilful was to have ma 

his Addreſſes. dy 4 
Foi. Then, then, Madam, Mr. Mirabell waited for be 

in her Chamber; but 1 would not tell your Lady ſſip. ager'd 

diſcompoſe you when you were to receive Sir Romi — 
Wait. Enough; his Date is ſhort. hat 1 
Foi. No, good Sir Rowland, don't incur the Law. dead 
Wait. Law! I care not for Law. I can but die, nM of 

"tis in a good Caſe — My Lady ſhall be ſati:fy'd of my: g, in 

Truth and Innocence, tho' it coſt me my Lite. p, tar 
Lady Wiſh. No, dear Sir Rowland, don't fight ; if o Foi. 

ſhou'd be kill'd I muſt never ſhew my Face; or hang'd—{MWLady 

O conſider my Reputation, Sir Rowland — — No, hin 

ſhan't fight, I'll go in and examine my Niece; ay. 

make her confeſs. | coojure you, Sir Rowland, by lead, 

your Love not to fight. 2 Ba 
Wait. 1 am charm'd Madam, I obey. But ſome Pied, wi 

you mult let me give you; — I' go for a black Bo on; 


* bict 
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ickly, la ich contains the Writings of my whole Eſtate, and 
(To er that into your Hands. | 
| percen Lady wiſb. Ay dear Sir Rowland, that will be ſome 
fort, bring the black Box. 
* Wait. And may I preſume to bring a Contract to be 
Nod this Night? May I hope fo far? 
Lady Wiſh. Bring what you will; but come alive, 
Way come alive. O this is a happy Diſcovery. 
inn. Dead or alive l' come — and married we will 
in ſpight of Treachery; ay and get an Heir that ſhall 
land, ui beat the laſt remaining Glimpſe of Hope in my aban- 
W:'d * Come, my Buxom Widow. 

Ere long you ſhall ſubſtantial Proof receive 
That I'm an arrant Knight —— 
Fol. Or arrant Rnave. 


oo Much 
— A Wo 
ge Har, 
roat to h 


| my Ns 


love tf 
Y Pock 


. 
you wer 

ſineſs that 
amant th 
ing, whe 


. SGE NE I. 
(SCE N E continues.) 


Villain wi 
my Nie: Lady Wiſhfort and Foible. 
havc ma 
| dy Wiſh, UT of my Houſe, out of my Houſe, 
ted for ha Q thou Powe, thou Serpent, chat I have 
dy hip, 8er'd ; thou boſom Traitreſs, that I rais'd from no- 
r Ro59L11. Mir Begone, begone, begone, go, go, — 

at I took from waſhing of old Gauſe and weaving 
Law. | dead Hair, with a bleak blue Noſe, overa Chaffing- 
ut die, 203 ſh of ſtarv'd Embers, and Dining behind a Traverls- 
ty'd of Tap, in a Shop no bigger than a Bird-cage, go, 
- d, ſtarve again, do, do. 


bt ; if you Foi. Dear Madam, I'll beg pardon on my Knees. 
r hang dB Lady iſh. Away, out, out, go ſet up for your ſelf 
No, Youliin do, drive a Trade, do, with your Three 


Niece; any. worth of ſinall Ware, flouting upon a Pack- 
and, by Mead. under a Brandy- ſeller's Bulk, or againſt a dead Wall 

a Ballad-monger. Go, hang out an old Friſoneer- gor- 
ome Plc, with a Yard of yellow Colberteen again, do; an 


black "I v gnaw'd Mask, two Rows of Pins and a Child's _ | 
3 
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dle; a Glaſs Necklace, with the Beads broken, and a Quit 
Night cap with one Ear. Go, go, drive a Trade 
Theſe were your Commodities, you treacherous Ty; 
this was the Merchandize you dealt in, when I toy 
you into my Houſe, plac'd you next my ſelf, aud my 
you Governante of my whole Family, You have fe 


got this, have you, now you have feather'd your NM 
Foi. No, no, dear Madam. Do but hear me, er 
but a Moment's Patience — I'll confeſs all. RS Mr: 
Al irabell ſeduc'd me; Tam not the firſt that he hi: wil giv 
dled with his di ſſembling Tongue; Your Lady ſi p 
Wiſdom has been deluded by him, then how (10.1: 8 Fei. 
a poor Ignorant, defend my felt? O Madam, if i: C 
knew but hat he promis'd me, and how he aſurd Winner 
your L:dyſhip ſhould come to no Damage — - Oe E. 
the Wealth of the Indies ſhou'd not have brib'd me ben 
conſpire againſt ſo Good, ſo Sweet, ſo Kind a Len! 
as you have been to me. IMs. 
Lady Viſh. No Damage? What, to betray we, Netter? 
marry me to a Caſt ſcrving- Man; to make me a Rec the 
tacle, an Hoſpital for a decay'd Pimp? No Damage | eg 
thou frontleſs Impudence, more than a big-belly'd Act Fol. 
Foi. Pray do but hear me, Madam; he could not m ſtit 
your Lady ſnhip, Madam — No indeed this Marriage walW'evor. 
to have been void in Law; for he was marry'd to Mrs. 
firſt, to ſecure your Ladyſhip; he could not have beer) 
ded your Lady ſhip, for if he had conſummated ing t 
your Ladyſhip, he muſt have run the Riſque of the I Loi. 
and been put upon his Clergy — Yes indeed, I enqui_hh—bc 
of the Law in that caſe before I would meddle o me to 
Lady Wiſh.What, then 1 have been your Property, hh Qui 
T? I have been convenien: to you, it ſeems, — while end- 
were catering for Mirabei! ; ] have been Broker tor youſr200 
What, have you made a paſſive Bawd of me? nts th 
this exceeds all precedent; I am brought to fine Uſes, uh Mrs. 
become a Botcher of ſecond-hand Marriages between ? 
bigails and An rem, 1 | couple you. Yes, III baſte . ! 
together, you and your Philander. I'll Dute'-Place you" . 
as I'ma Perſon. Your Turtle is in Cuſtody already: Ie Id, tc 
ſhall Coo in the ſame Cage, if there be a Conſtabic fe Ex 
Warrant in the Pariſh, Were 


Fa 


da quit 
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oi. O that ever I was born, O that I was ever mars 
4, — a Bride, ay I ſhall be a Brid:well-Bride, Oh! 
SCEN E- II. . 
Mrs. Fainal Foible. 
Mrs. Fain. Poor Foible, what's the Ma ter? 
Foi. O Madam, my Lady's gon: for a Conſtable; I ſhall 
had to a Juſtice, and put to B idewell to beat Hemp; 


me, loo: /7/airwell's gore to Priſon already. 


5 all. 


G 
= 
”> 


Mrs, Fzin. Have a gocd Heart, Foible; Mirabell's gone 


his WA give Security for him. This is all Mar wood's and my 


ſhip's oy 
» thous! 
m,. if vo 
* 
aiiur dd 
— Or eh 
b'd me! 
nd a Lig 


ray me, i 
ea Rect) 


9 usband's doing. 
boi. Yes, yes; I know it, Madam; ſhe was in my La- 


W's Cloſet. and over heard all that you {aid to me before 
Sinner. She ſent the Letter to my Lady; and that miſ- 


o 


* 


)21m22c . 
7d Ache Foi. Yes, Madam; bur my Lady did not ſee that Part: 


| not man 
arriage We 
Ty d to 
have bet 
ated wil 
f the Lav 
L enqui 
le o1 male 
perty, bu 
while Je 
er tor you 
e? 

ne Ules, ! 
between 
II baſte 30 
Place you 
ready : L 
donſtablet 


Fa 


g Effet, Mr. Fainall had this Plot to arreſt Waitwell, 
hen he pretended to go for the Papers; and in the 
ean Time Mrs. Maywood eclat'd all to my Lady. 

Mrs, Fain, Was there no Mention made of me in the 
ter? My Mother does not ſuſpect my being 
the Confederacy: I fancy Marwood has not told ber 
o' ſhe has told my Husband. 


e ſtifled the Letter before ſhe read ſo far. Has that miſ- 
tevous Devil told Mr. Fainall of your Ladyſhip then? 
Mrs. Fain Ay, all's out, my Affair with Mirabell, 
ery Thing diſcover'd. This is the laſt Day of our 
ing together, that's my Comfort. 
Foi. Indeed, Madam, and ſo tis a Comfort if you knew 
he has been even with your Lady ſhip; which I cou'd 
ye told you long enough lince, but I love to keep Peace 
1 Quietneſs by my good Will: I had rather bring 
tends together, than Fr them at Diſtance. But Mrs. 
rwood and he are nearer related than ever their Pa- 
nt; thought for. 
Mrs, Fain. Say*ſt thou ſo, Foizle? Can'ſt thou prove 
1s? 
Foi, I can take my Oath of it, Madam, ſo can Mrs, 
wing; we had many a fair Word from Madam Mar- 
d, to conceal ſomething that paſſed in our Chamber 
e Evening when you were at Hide Park; —- and 
were thought to have gone a Walking: But we went 


up 


N 
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up unawares, —- tho* we were ſworn to Secreſy wl 
Madam Marwood took a Book and ſwore us upon 
But it was but a Book of Poems, So long x1 
was not a Bible-Oath, we may break it with a ſafe ca 
ſcience. 

Mrs. Fain. This Diſcovery is the moſt opporty 
Thing I cou'd wiſh Now. Mi, cing? 

SCENE III. 
(To them) Minc ing. 

Mine. My Lady wou'd . Mrs. Foible, M 
Mr. Mirabell is with her; he has ſet your Spouſe at Litz 
ty, Mrs. Foible; and wou'd have you hide your ſelt int 
Lady's Cloſer, till my old Lady's Anger is abated. O.n 
old Lady is in a perilous Paſſion, at ſomething Mr. Faiu 
has ſaid; he ſwears, and my old Lady cries. Ther 
fearful Hurricane, I vow. He ſays, Mem, how that ht 
have my Lady's Fortune made over to him, or bel 
divore'd, 

Mrs. Fain. Does your Lady or Mirabell know that? 

Minc. Yes, Mem, they have ſent me to ſee if Sir / 
be ſober, and to bring him to them. My Lady is 1elol 
to have him, I think, rather than loſe ſuch a vaſt Sun 
++ ann Pound. O, come Mrs, Foidle, I hear m) 
Lady. 

Mrs. Fain. Foible, You muſt tell Mincing, that | 
muſt prepare to vouch when I call her. 

Foi. Yes, yes, Madam. 

Minc. O. yes, Mem, Vil vouch any Thing for yo 
Lady ſhip's Service. be what it will. 
| SCENE IV. 

Mrs. Fainall, Lady Wiſhfort, Marwood. 

Lady Wiſh. O My dear Friend, how can I cnumet 
the Benefits that I havereceiv'd from your Goodacls. 

ou 1 owe the timely Diſcovery of the falſe Vows of Mi 

ll; to you I owe the Detection of the Impoitor, * 
- Rowland. And now you are become an Interceſſor vi 
my Son-in-Law, to fave the Honour of my Houic, Meer 
compound for the Frailties of my Daughter. Well, Fri O 

ou are enough to reconcile me to the bad World, or 
| would retire to Deſarts and Solitudes, and feed b! 
leſs Sheep by Groves and purling Streams, Dear % 
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creſy . let us leave the World, and retire by our ſelves and 
IS Upont Shepherdeſſes. - 
> long a Mar. Let us firſt diſpatch the Affair in Hand, Ma- 


a ſafe Colm. We ſhall have leifure to think of Retirement af- 
WW wards, Here is one who is concerned in the Treaty. 
Opporlu 
auld'ſt be my Child. Bone of my Bone, and Fleſh of my 
em, and as I may hy, another Me, and yet tranſgteſs 
We minute Particle of ſevere Virtue? It is poſſible you 


oible, M ould lean aſide to Iniquity, who have been caſt in the 
e at Leet Mold of Virtue? I have not only been a Mold 
felt in ei: Pattern for you. and a Model for you, after you 
ted. O ere brought into the World. 

Mr. Faß Mrs Fain. I don't underſtand] your Ladyſhip. 

Ther Lady ih. Not underſtand? Why, have you not been 


W thaths 


aught? Have you not been ſophiſticated? Not under- 
or he'll 


and? Here I am ruin'd to compound for your Caprices and 
Pur Cuckoldoms. T maſt paven my Plate and my Jew- 
„ and ruin my Niece, and all little enough -— 

Mrs. Fain. I am wrong'd and abus'd. and ſo are you.” Tis 
falſe Accuſation, as falſe as Hell, as falſe as your Friend 
ere, ay or your Friend's Friend, my filſe Husband. 
Mar. My Friend, Mrs. Faiaal:! Your Husbard my 
riend! what do yo mean? | 

Mrs. Fain, 1 know what I mean,” Madam, and ſo do 
ou; and ſo ſhall the World at a Time convenient. 

Mar. I am ſorry to fee you fo paſſionate, Madam. 
lore Temper would look more like Innocence. But I 
ve done. I am ſorry my Teal to ſerve your Ladyſhip 
qd Family, ſhovld admit of Mijconſtruttion, or make 


ow that? 
if Sir Wi 
is 1eloj 
vaſt Sum 
hear m) 


2g, that! 


ag for Ja 


ood. de liable to Affronts. You will pardon me, Madam, if 

| enum meddle no more with an Affair, in which I am net 

3 oodaels.Wſerionally concern'd. | 
os of Mt Lady . O dear Friend, I am ſo aſham'd that you 
npoſtor, {Would meet with ſuch Returns; + You 2 to 
erceſſor k pardon on you Knees, ungrateful Creature; ſhe des 
Houſe, ¶M res more from you, than all your Life can accompliſh 
Well, Fig © don't leave me deſtitute in this Perplexity 3; — 7 
Vorld, oro, flick to me, my good Genius. en 

d feed ba 


, Dear * 


Lady Wiſh. O Daughter, Daughter, is it poſſible thou 


4 
Wo. 


Mrs. Fan. I tell you, Madam, you're abus'd — 
8 Sticx 
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4 


6 - 


4 


* 8 * ” + 
"7 þ 4 5 - 


74 The: Way of the World. 
Stick to you? ay, like a Leach, to ſuck your beſt Blagy.. 
Nell drop off when ſhe's full. Madam, you ſhan't p 
. a Bodkin, nor part with a Braſs Counter, in Compoſiig 
tor me. I defie em all. Let em prove their Aſperſiag: 
E know my own Innocence, and dare ſtand a Tryd. 
F SCENE V. 
Lady Wiſhfort, Marwood. 
idy Wiſh. Why, if ſhe ſhould be innocent, if f: 
fhould be wrong'd after all, ha? I don't know what f 
think, - and I promiſe you, her Education-h1s beg 
very unexceptionable I may fay it; for I chic 
made it my own Care to initiate her very Infancy in th 
Rudiments of Virtue, and to impreſs upon her tents 
Years a young Odium and Avetſion to the very Sigh 
Met, — ay Friend, ſhe wou'd hu, ſhriek'd it fe hi 
but-ſeen a Man, cill ſhe was in her Teens. As I'm 2 Pr. 
ſon tis true --- She was never ſuffer d to play with 1 
Male Child, tho' but in Coats; Nay, her very bi 
were of the Feminine Gender,. O, ſhe never look 
a Man in the Face, but her oven Father or the Ch: pin, 
and him we made a Shift to put upon her for a Woman, 
by the help of his long Garments, and his fleck Face; 
till ſhe was going in her Fifteen. 
Aar. Tis much ſhe ſhould be deceiv'd fo long. 
Lidy b. I warrant you, or ſhe would never lav 
born to have been catechiz'd by him; and have herd his 
long Lectures againſt Singing and Dancing, and ſuch He- 
baucheries; and going to filthy Plays; and prophane \lu- 
hick-mectings, where the lewd Trebles ſqueek nothg 
but Bawdy, and th: Baſes roar Blaſphemy. O, ſhe won 
Have ſwoon'd at the Sight or Name of an obſcene f. 
Book — end can I think after all this, that my Daugnic 
can venaught; What, a Whore ? And thought it Er. 
communication to {et her Foot within the Door ot 1 
Play-houſe. O dear Friend, 1 can't believe it, no, 19; 
as ſhe ſays, let him prove it, let him prove it. 
Mar. Prove it, Madam? What, and have your Name 
proſtituted in a Publick Court; yours and your Daughter's 
Reputation worry'd at i Bat by a Pack of bauling Law- 
yers?-To be uſher'd in wath an O Yes of Scandal; and have 
your Caſe open'd by an old tumbling Leacher in a Wi 
ko 
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Bo. e a Man-Midwite, to bring your Daughtei's Infamy to 
in't Nen:; to be a Theme for legal Punſters, and Quiblers by 
mpolitW: Stzcute; and become a Jeſt, againſt a Rule of Court, 
per ſia i ¶ bere there is no Precedent for a jeſt inany Record; not 


Tryzl, n in Dooms-Day- Book. To diſcompole the Gravity 
ie Bench, and provoke naughty Interrogaturies ny” 
Wc navghty Law Latin; while the good Judge, rickPd 
h the Proceeding, ſimpers under a Grey Beard, and 
ves off and on his Cuſhion, as it he had {vwaliow'd 


1tharides, or ſat upon Com- Itch. 
Lady Viſh. O, *tis very hard! 


nt, if fy 
What 9 
n-has hea 
1 Catedy 


cy in M r. And then to have my young Revellers of rhe T- 
er ten take Notes, like Prentices ata Conventicle; and after 
Sighiaß tt over again in Commons, or betere Diawers in an 
(he ba ing houſe. 
m a ba. [n&y iſm. Worſe and worſe. 
y with t. Nay, this is nothing; if it would end here *twere 
ry Dab e. Bur it muſt after this be conlign'd by the Short- 
ver loo end Writers to the publick Preis; and from thence be” 
Ch: p.in, rains ferr'd to the Hands, nay, into the Throats ana Lungs 
Wow Hawkers, with Voices more licentious than the loud. 
ek Face; WF lounder-man's: And this you mylt ha: M you are 
tunn'd ; nay, you muſt hear nothing elie for me Days, 
NT, Lady Wiſh. O, tt is inſupportable. No, no, dear Friend. 
ever rave rake it up, make it up; ay ay. I'll compound. III 


nerd na 

„ 
uc 4 1 
| 1 = * 
lane Mu- 


give up all, my ſelf and my all, my Niete aud her all 
any thing, every thing for Compoſition. 

Mar, Nay, Madam, I adviſe nothug; I only hy be- 
fore you. as a Friend, the Inconveriencies which per- 
haps you have overſeen. Here comes Mr. Fainall, if he 
will be fatisfy'd to huddle up al in Silence, I fall beglad. 
Tou muſt think I would rather congratulate thaneundole 
with you. SCENE VI. 

Fainall, Lady Wiſhfort, Marwood. 

Lady Wiſh, Ay, ay. Ido not doubt it, dear Aſarword : 


ht it Er- 
oor Of 1 
no, no; 


E No, no, I do not doubt it. * 

ur Name Fain, Well. Madam; I have ſuffer'd my ſelf to be over- 
god come by the Importunity of this Lady your Friend; and 
ng Law. am content you ſhall enjoy you Eſtate urin 
— — y Joy jouſdvn proper Eſtztefpring 


| Life; on Condition you obligè yourſelf never to mbfry, 
1 a Quo under ſuch Penalty as I think convenient. | 


ne Lady iſp, Never to marry ? Fus. 


* | OT. a ide 4 ads s © bu va 
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Fain. No more Sir Rowlands, — the next Impoſturey 
not be ſo timely detected. 


Mar. That Condition, I dare anſwer, my Lady yi by 
conſent to, without Difficulty ; ſhe has already but aralle 
much experienc'd the Perfidiouſneſs of Men. Babe Mar. 


Madam, when we retire to our ['aſtoral Solitude we art f. 


bid adieu to all other Thoughts, ' Lach 
Lady Wij/5. Ay, that's ' rue; but in caſe of Neceſini is Bar 


vis no 
ou'd! 
is is h 
mad. 

live to 
% m. 


as of Health, or ſome ſuch Emergercy 

Fain. O, if you are preſcrib'd Marriage, you ſhi 
conſider d; 1 will only reſerve to my ſelf the Pow: 
chule for you, If your Phy ſick be wholeſome, it n 
ters not who is your Apo.hecary. Next, my Wife g 
ſettle on me the Remainder of her Fortune, not made 
ver al;eady ; and for her Maintenance depend entirely 
my Diſctetion. 

Lady Wiſh. This is moſt inbumanly ſavage; excectir 
the Garbarity of a Aluſcovite Husband. 

Fas. I learn'd it from his Czari Maieſty's Retinue, i 
a Winter Evening's Conference over Brandy and Peppe 


Sir 74 
Lady 
ee no 
Sir H 


among o her Sectets cf Matrimony and Policy, as thy — 
are at picſent practis'd ia the Northern Hemiiphere. h. ave? 
this muſt be agreed unto, and that poſitively. Laſtly, i d 120 
will be endow'd, in right of my Wife, with that Han fa, 


thouſand Pound, which is the Moicty of Mis. Aillamau colt a 
Fortune in yow Poſſeſſion; and which ſhe has forfeite d ma 
(as will :zppcar by the laſt Will and Teſtament of your 6: leaſure 
.czas'd Husband, Sir Zozarban Hi ſoſort, by her Diloteci* 5 all 
ence in contracting herſelf againt your Conſent d fore 
Knowle ge; and by refuſing the offer'd Match with 8 Lady 
Bilfel Witwond, which you, like a carcful Aunt, ho 
Provided for her. | 
Lady Wiſh, My Nephew was zen Compos; 2nd cou ladam 
not make his Add-eſſts, | | GA 
alu. I come to make Demands — I'll hear no Objiedi. end- 
ons. tle 
Lady Wiſh. You will grant me Time to conſider? Mp the 
Fain. Yes, while the Inſtrument is drawing, to which ave of 
you muſt {et yuur Hard 'tul more {ſufficient Deeds can te y ſhip 
pertected: which I will take Care ſhall be done with ure fe 
poſlible Speed. In the mean while I will go for the {aid Lad: 
I-:ſtrament, and 'till my Retmn you may ballance this Mis Te 
Matter in your own Diſciction, SCEN 


* 
* N — 
7 


n 
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"SCENE vi. | 


oſturen N 
Lady Wiſhfort. Mrs. Marwood. 


Lady wi Lady Wiſh. This Inſolence is beyond all Precedent, al 
dy ba zrallel; muſt T be ſubject to this mercileſs Villain? 
\. Rc, Mar. Tis ſevere indeed, Madam; that you ſhou'd 
de wes art for your Daughter's Wentonneſs. 

; Lady Wiſh. *T was againſt my Conſent that ſhe marry'd 
Neceſ Mis Barbarian; but ſhe would have him, tho? her Year 


is not out. Ah! her firſt Husband, my Son Languiſh, 
ou'd not have carry'd it thus. Well, that was my Choice, 
is is hers ; ſhe is match'd now with a Witneſs— I (hall 
> mad, dear Friend; is there no Comfort for me? Muſt 
live to be confiſcated at this Rebel-rate ? — Here comes 
vo more of my Zegyptinn Plagues too. 
| ri. 
1 (To them Millamant, Sir Wilfull. 
Sir ill. Aunt, your Servant. 
Lady iſh. Out Caterpillar, call not me Aunt ; I know 


ou ſhilll 
' Power 
NC, it gu 
Wife ſet 
t made « 
entirely 


excecdi 


det inue ee not. 1 
d Pepp Sir il. 1 confeſs T have been a little inDiſguiſe, as they 
„ a; the — Sheart ! and I'm ſorry for't. What wou'd you 
lere. Mere? I hope I committed no Offence, Aunt — and if [ 
Laſtly, d Iam willing to make Satisfaction; and what can a 
ih that i lan ſay fairer? If I have broke any thing II pay for't, an 
lillamaun WW coſt a Pound. And ſo let that content for what's paſt, 
s tor fetal d make no more Words. For what's to come, to 
* your eure you, I'm willing to marry my Covlin, So pray 
Diſobed es all be Friends, ſhe and I are agreed upon the Matter 


fore a Witneſs. 

Lady Wiſh. How's this, dear Niece? Have I any 
omtort? can this be true? 

Mil. Jam content to bea Sacrifice to your Repoſe, 
ladam; and to convince you that I had no hand in the 
lot. as you were milinform'd, 1 have laid my Com- 
ands on Mirabell to come in Perſon and be a Witnels 
it give my Hand to this Flower ot Kniohthood; and 


onſent 0& 
h with Su 
Aunt, ht 
ind coul 


Ob eck. 


der? dr the Contract that pals'd between Mirabell and me. I 
to which ve oblig'd him to make a Reſignation of it in your La- 
eds can be ihip's Preſence ; —— He is Without, and waits Your. 
with ire for Admittance. | 
r the id Lady wiſh. Well, I'll ſwear ] am ſomething reviv'd at 
ance th Teſtimony of your Obedience; but I cannot admit 
CENE D 3 chat 


— 
83 
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that Traitor. fear I cannot fortify my ſelf to Coppa 
his Appearance. He is as terrible to me as Gorgon, {1 


ſee him I fear I ſhall turn to a Stone, and petrific incefa 
| 


f Mil It᷑ vou diſoblige him he may reſent your Refut! 
and inſiſt upon the contract ill, Then tis the laſt tins 
he will be offenſive to you. 
Lady Wi. Are you ſure it will be the laſt time; — 

I] were ſure of that — ſhall I ever fee him again? 
Mil. Sir Wilful, you and he are to travel together, wiMconfe! 

you not ? 

Sir. Wil, Sheart, the Gentleman's a civil Gentlnn 

. Aunt, let bim come in; why we are ſworn Brothers a 
Fellow-Travellers. — We are to be Pylades and Oveſr:;, ls 
end 1-—He is to be my Interpreter in Foreign Parts. 
has been over- ſeas once already? and with proviſo that 


Ty He 
S:. I h 
Ind Qu 


marry my Couſia, will croſs em once again, only to EU Sir 74 
me Company —*Sheart, Pl! call him in, — au 1 ſet ue O': 
once, he ſhall come in; and ſee who'll hinder him. Deed 2s 
(Goes to the Door and hn wigh 

Mar. This is precious Fooling, if it would paſs ; buWore: ve 
IU know the Bottom of it. [Contra 
Lady Wiſh. O dear Marwood, you are not going? hat's | 
Mar. Not far Madam; Vil return immediately. Fellow 
SCENE IX: Lad. 


Lady Wiſhfort, Mill mant, Sir Wilful, Mirabell. 
Sir Hil. Look up, Man, I'll ſtand by you; 'sbud, 2 
ſhe do frown, ſhe cant't kill you; Beſides —-- ba 
kee, ſhe dare not frown deſperately, becauſe her Fact vio th 
none of her own ; *Sheart, and ſhe ſhou'd, her Forche:{Wontely 
wou'd wrinkle like a Coat of Cream-Cheeſe; but m Mir 
for that, Fellow-Traveller. but I 
Mira. If a deep Senſe of the many Injuries I have oW with a 
fer d to ſo good a Lady, with a ſincere Remorie, and Lad 
hearty Contrition, can but obtain the leaſt Glance of ConW-— 
paſſion, I am too happy, — Ah Madam, there vi to bis 
a time Bus let it be forgotten. 1 confels MI wiuct 
have deſervedly forfeited the high-Place I once held. 0 
ſighi g at your Feet; nay kill me not, by turning frog 
me in Diſdain I come not to-pleed for Favour; Fai 


h. he 
ill ſt. 


him 1 


Nay nat ter Pardon; I ama ſuppſ aut only for Pity Here 
I am going. where 1 never thall behold you more - U 


8 


n = 
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The Way of the World. 79 
o ſupp | ill. How, Fellow-Traveller! — You ſhall go 


- 


gen, it your ſelf then. 

- incef:oMajirs, Let me be pitied firſt ; and afterwards forgot» 
# ——- | ask no more. 

ir Ref sr ill. By'r Lady a very reaſonable Requeſt, and will 

e laſt in you nothing, Aunt, Come, come, forgive 
W4 forget, Aunt, why you muſt. an you area Chriſtian. 

me ;— u. Conſider, Madam, in Reality, you cou'd not 

in? W--ive much Prejudice; it was an innocent Device; tho? 


onfeſs it had a Face of Guiltineſs.— it was at moſt an 
rice which Love contriv'd And Errors which 
Le produces have ever been accounted Venial, At leaſt 


zether, ws 


entlomn 


"hers ius it is Puniſhment enough, thar I have loſt what in 
Ore['r: Heart 1 hold moſt dear; that to your cruel Indignati- 
Parts. =, 1 have offer'd up this Beauty, and with her my Peace 
w/o Quiet; nay all my Hopes of future Comfort. 


ny to be Sir 7/11. And he does not move me, wou'd | may never 
1 fr one O' the Drorum, ——-— -— An it were not as good a 
im. Peed as to drink, to give her to him again. I wou'd 
and hem might never take Shipping Aunt, if you don't 
paſs ; M ergive quickly, I ſhall melt, I can tell you that. My 


Contract went no farther than a little Mouth Glew, and 


ing? that's hardly dry ; — One doleful Sigh more from my 
ly. Fellow. Traveller, and ' tis diſſolv'd. 

Lady Wiſh. Well, Nephew, upon your Account 
rabell, h. he has a falſe infinuating Tongue Well, Sir, I 
*Sbud, Mill Rifle my juſt Reſentment, at my Nephew's Requeſt, 
es U — 1 will endeavour what I can to forget, — but on pro- 
1er Face vie that you reſign the Contract with my Niece imme- 
Forchei dntely. 


but mi Mira. It is in Writing, and with Papers of Concern 

but I have ſent my Servant for it, and vill deliver it to you, 

I have o with all Acknowledgments foryour tranfcendentGoodnels, 
rie. and Lady ih. Oh, he has Witchcraft in his Eyes and Tongue; 
of Com — When I did not ſee him, I cou'd have brib'd a Villain 
there wij to his Aſſaſſination; but his Appearance rakes the Embers 
| confels ¶ which have fo long lain ſmother'd in my Breaſt.— (Aſde. 


e he'd, SCENE X. 
ning frot (To gre) Fainall, Mrs. Marwood. 
vour; ais. Your Date of Deliberation, Madam, is expir'd. 


r Pity kee is che Inſtrument, are you prepar'd to ſign? | 
re — Lady Wiſh. It 1 were prepar d 1 am not impower'd. 
| My 


_ 2 n * 
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My Niece exerts a lawful Claim, having match'd he 
by my Direction to Sir Wilful. 

Fain. That ſham is too groſs to paſs on me 
tis impos'd on you, Madam. 

Mil. Sir, I have givin my Conſent. 

Mira. And, Sir, I havereſign'd my Pretenſions, 

Sir Will. And, Sir, 1 aſſert my Right; and will wü 
tain it in Defiance of you. Sir, and of your Inſtrum 


cept! 
2 mad 
be it: 
tbe W 
1 Lady | 
: crous 
km) 
gal he 


*Sheart, an you talk of an Inſtrument, Sir, I have n ent T 
Fox by my Thigh ſhall hack your Inſtrument of ra. 
Vellum to Shreds, Sir. It ſhall not be ſufficient for :e. 
#imus or a Taylor's Meaſur-; therefore withdraw Hay 
Inſtrument, Sir, or by'r Lady I ſhall draw mine. 


ira. 
Lady h. Hold, Nephew, hold. F 
Mil. Good Sir Wilfull reſpite yqur Valour. | 
Fain. Indeed? Are you provided of your Guard, uss. 


your ſingle Beef-eater there? But lam prepar'd for vu Win 2nd 
and inſiſt upon my firſt Propoſal. You ſhall ſubmit expo! 
own Eſtate to my Man gement and abſolutely make rain. 

my Wite's to my ſole Uſe as purſuant to the Purport butt 
Tenor of this other Covenant. -— I ſuppoſe Matin I'nquil 


your Conſent is not requiſite in this Caſe; nor, Mr. ner 
bell, your Reſignation ? nor, Sir Wilfal, your Rut IM Foi.y 
You may draw your Fox if you pleate, Sir, and mike Wane, 
Bear- Garden flouriſh ſomewhere elſe; For here ic / 
not avail. This, my Lady H hfort muſt be tub/criv iend c 
or your Darling Daughter's turn'd adiift, like aich th; 
Hulk to fink or ſwim, as ſhe and the Current of this May. 
Town,can agree. | re Cre 

Lady Wiſh. Is there no Means, no Remedy, to ſt ch me 
my Ruin? Ungrateful Wretch! Doſt thou not ol Mic. 
thy Being, thy Subſiſtence to my Daughter's Fortune, vr 

Fain. I'll anſwer you when I have the reſt of ic in i the { 
Poſſeſſion. | 15 P 

Mira. But that you wou'd not accept of a Rmeißhercen 
from my Hands — I own | have not delerv'd you #101 iau'd | 
owe any Obligation to me; or elſe perhaps I cou'd aden. 

Lady Wiſh. O what? what? to ſave me and my Chile you 
from Ruin, from Want, I'll forgive all that's paſt; be p 
+ I'll conſent to any Thing to come, to be deliver'd Hemel (m 

this Tyranny. WW iba 
©. Mira. Ay Madam; but that is too late, my Rews1 r. 


Is 


* 


The Way of the World. Fr 


cepted. You havediſpos'dof her, who only could 
made mea Compenſation for all my Services; -—— 
be it as it may, Iam reſoly'd I'll ſerve you, you ſhall 
tbe wrong' d in this ſavage Manner. | 

dy ih. How! Dear Mr. Mirabell, can you be fo 


ch'(he 


b 


ſions, ecrous at laſt! But it is not poſſible — —Harkee, III 
WIH my Nephew's Match, you ſhallhave my Niece yet, 
nſtruma :!! her Fortune; if you can but ſave me from this im- 
12Ve 10 cnt Danger. 
i of ia. Will you? I take you at your Word. Lask no 
for ae. 1 muſt have leave for two Criminals to appear. 
draw we ay Wiſh. Ay, ay, any Body, any Body. 
Ee. ira. Foible is one, and a Penitent. 
F SCENE XL 
| (To them) Mrs. Fainall, Foible, Mincing. 
uard, 1 Mrs. Mar. O my Shame! (Mira. and Lady go to Mrs. 
d kot! in and Foible) theſe corrupt Things are brought hither 
bmit expoſe me. (To Fainall. 
makers. If it muſt all come out, why let 'em know it, 
urport but the of the World. That ſhall not urge me to 
e, Mat 'nquiſh or abate one Tittle of my Terms, no, Iwill in- 
\tr. 14 tne more. 
Rig -b. ves indeed, Madam, I'll take my Bible-Oath of it. 
nd m1 Ain. And fo will I, Mz. 
ere ic mi L Wiſh. O Marweod, Marwood, art thou falſe? My 
{ub % Fiend deceive me? Haſt thou beena wicked Accomplice 
xe naß e that profligate Man? | 
01.5 128 Mar. Have you ſo much Ingratitude and Injuſtice; to 
| re Credit againſt your Friend, tothe Aſperſions of two 
y, to Noch mercenary Trulls? i 
not oh Mize, Mercenary, Mem? I ſcorn your Words. TIs 
Fonte, we found you and Mr. Fainall in the blue Garret; 
f ic 10 1 eme Token, you ſwore us to ſecrefie upon Meſſa- 
#5 Pocms. Mercenary? No, if we would have been 
| Remeo/BWrcenary, we ſhou'd have held our Tongues ; you 
o hau WFou'd have brib'd us ſufficiently. 
ade Fain, Go, you are an inſignificant Thing Well, what 
my Chad you the better for this? 1s this Mr. Mirabell's Expedient? 
palt; be put off no longer — You, Thing, that was a Wife, 


er'd 1101 Wall ſmart for chis, I will not leave theewherewithal to hide 
y ſhame: Your Body ſhall be naked as your Reputation, 
Mrs. Fain, I deſpiſe you, and deſie your Malice ——_ 

Ve 


Reward is 
Il 


— 
* 
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have aſpers d me wrongfully I have prov'd your I nc 


" 1 - * 
+.” 


hood —— Go you and your treacherous ——== 1 1wi]] uc 
name it, but ſtarve together — Periſh. ede 

Fain, Not while you are worth a Groat, indeed MHends, 
Dear. Madam, Vil be fool'd no longer. WiTcr thi 


Lady Wiſh. Ah Mr. Mirabell, this is ſmall Comſu; i Uſes 
the Detection of this Affair. 
Mira. O in good time 


— —— 


L 
Your leave for the ob- » vritte 


Ottender and Penitent to appear, Madam, | Fain. 
SC ENA. XII. a 

(To them) Waitwell with a Box of IWWritino:. abel! 

Lady Wiſh. O Sit Rowland Well, Raics!, Wnfull 
Wait. What your Ladyſhip pl:afes—TI have bfr 
the Black-Box at laſt, Madam. OW 
Mira. Give it ine, Madam you remember your Pro i: 
Lady Wiſh. Ay, dear Sir. Fain 


Mira. Where are the Gentlemen? 

Wait. At hand, Sir, rubbing their Eyes — juſt 1:8 Sir / 
from Sleep. n 

Fain. S'death ! what's this to me? I'll not wait , f=. 


private Concerns. _ 


SCENE III. (Tov them) Petulant. Witwoud. WR Mrs. 
Petu. How now ? what's the matter? whole hand's 1 
Wit. Hey day! what are you all got together, te. 


Play ers at the End of the laſt Act? 2997 
Mira. You may remember, Gentlemen. I once req 

ſted your Hands as Witneſſes to a certain Parchment. Wi) V 
Wit. Ayl do, my hand I remember-- Petulant iet his π] Wilt, 
Mira. Vou wrong him his Name is fairly written.as 118 Lidy 

appear Vou do not remember, Gentlemen, any thing erte 

what that Parchment contained? (Undoing ile B Mrs. 
Petu. Not I. I writ, I read nothing. doſe 
Mira. Very well; now you ſhall know —— Mad, 

your Promiſe. omij; 
Lady Wiſh. Ay, ay, Sir, upon my Honour. Ir you 
Mira. Mr. Fainall, it is now Time that you ſhou'd Knorr thi 

that your Lady. while ſhe was at her own Diſpo bo; 


before you had by your Inſinuations wheadied her ou! 08 e 
a pretendedSettlement of the greateſt Part of her Fortune we 
Fain. Sir! prerended ! | has | 
Mira. Yes, Sir, I ſhy, that this Lady, whilea Wide 
having it leems receiv'd ſomeCautions reſpecting Yu de 


n. 


"kg 


teney and Tyranny of Temper, which from her own. 
tial Opinion and Fondneſs of you ſhe cou'd never have 
pected — ſhe did, I fay, by the wholeſome Advice of 
Wcnds, and Sages learn'd in the Laws of this Land, de- 
r this ame as her Act and Deed to me in Truſt, and to 


our pi 
I Wl Ini, 


— 


1 
ace ny 


Com Wi Uſes within mention'd. You may read if pou pleaſe 
(Hol ing out the Parchment.) tho? per aps what 
the orten on the Back may ſerve your Occaſions, 


ain. Very likely. Sir, What's here? Damnation? 

eads.) A eed of Coude auce of the whole Eſtate real of 
abellz Languiſh, Widow, in Truſt to Edward Mirabell. 
Wnfulion / a | 
ira. Even ſo Sir: tis the Hay of the World Sir; of the 


e brong 
: /ow3 of the World. I ſuppo e this Deed may bear an 
Prom Dꝛte than what you have obtaini'd from your Lady. 
Iain Perfidious Friend! then thu: Vl] be reveng'd.— 
; ( Offers to run at Mrs. Fainall. 
Juſt 1:70 Sir 1771. Hold. Sir; now you may make your Bear- 


en Aouriſh ſomewhere elſe, Sir. 

wait vou . Mirabell, you ſhall hear of this, Sir, be ſure you 
wn Let me paſs, Oaf. 

Mis. Fain, Madam, you ſeem to ſtifle your Reſent- 

eat: You had better give it Vent. 

er. Yes, it ſhall have Vent - and to your Confuſion, 

II periſh in the Attempt. 


itwoud, 
1and's ou! 
ther, lite 


once req S CE N E the Laſt. 

ment. „ Wiſhfort, Millamont, Mirabell, Ars. Fainall, Si- 

1 his Vai Wiltu), Petulant, Wit woud Foible, Mincing, Waitwell, 

ten asd 177, O Daughter, Daughter, tis plain thou haſt 

y thing bert thy Mother's Prudence. 

14g, Mrs. Fain. Thank Mr. Mirabell, a cautious Friend, to 
bole Advice all is owing. 

 \\ad:; Lady 1/1}, Well, Mr. Aſrabell, you have kept your 
mie and I muſt perſorm mine. Firſt I pardon 

N r your ſake Sir Rowland there and Foible . The 


ud kno er: thing is to break the Matter to my Nep 

poli!, bow todo that 12 

her outage. For that, Madam, give your ſelf no Trouble, —— 

Fortune: me have vour Conſent — Sir Wilful is my Friend; 
| has had Compaſſion upon Lovess, and generouſly en- 

a WiC Bd 2 Voluntcer in this Action, for our Service; and 


1g you 1 deli gus to proſecute his Travels. Si 
. Six 
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84 De Way of the World. 
Sir Wil. 'Sheart, Aunt, I have no mind to marry, y 
Couſin's a fine Lady, and the Gentleman loves her. ,; 
Me loves him, and they deſerve one another; my R 
lation is to ſee Fereign Parts I have ſer on't —_ _... 
when I'm ſet on't, I muſt do't. And if theſe two g. 
tlemen wou'd travel too, I think they may be ſpar's. 
Peru. For my part, I ſay little I think thi; 
are beſt; of or on. 
Wait. gad I underſtand nothing of the Matter, 
I'm in a Maze yet, like a Dog in a Dancing- School. 

Lady Wiſh. Well Sir, take her, and with her al the |; 
I can give you. | 

Mil. Why does not the Man take me? Wou'd you; 
me give my ſelf to you over again ? 

Mira. Ay, ond over and over again; (Kiſſes her Hu. 
I wou'd have you as often as poſſibly I can. Well, E 

grant I love you not too well, that's all my Fear, 
ir Wil, Sheart you'll have time enough to toy aft 
you're y'd ; if you will toy now, let us have a Die 
in the mean time, that we whoare not Lovers may he 
forme other employment, beſides looking on. 

Mira, With all my Heart, dear Sir 22 Writ ſh 
we do for Muſick ? | 

Foi. O Sir, ſome that were provided for Sir Row!/an! 
Entertainment are yet within Cal]. (A dnt 

Lady Wiſh. As I am a Perſon I can hold out no longs 
I have waſted my Spirits fo ro-Day already, t/: 
Jam ready to ſink under the Fatigue; and cannot t: 
have ſome Fears upon me yet, that my Son Fainallu 
purſue ſome deſperate Courſe. 

Mira. Madam, diſquiet not your ſelf on that Accor! 
to my 14 his Circumſtences are ſuch, he m. 
of Force comply. For my part, I will contribute: 
thet in me lies to a Re- union: In the mean time, 8 
dam, (To Mrs. Fain.) let me before theſe Witneſles reſto 
to you this D-edof Truſt; it may be a Means, wei! ! 
nag' d, to make you live eaſily together. 

From hence let thoſe be warn'd, who teen towel; 

Teſi mutual Falſhooad ſlain the Bridal-Bed : 
For each Deceiver to his Coſt may fad, 
That Marriage Frauds too oft are paid in kind. 
| (Excunt Omae 
F. 
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